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PBEPACE BY THE EDITOR. 



EUld it been left entirely to the uninfluenced wishes of 
Sir Percy Shelley and myself, we should have preferred 
that the publication of the materials for a life of Shelley 
which we possess should have been postponed to a later 
period of our lives; but, as we had recently noticed, 
both in French and English magazines, many papers 
on Shelley, aU taking for their' text Captain Medwin's 
Life of the Poet (a book ftdl of errors), and as other 
biographies had been issued, written by those who had 
no means of ascertaining the truth, we were anxious 
that the numerous misstatements which had gone forth 
should be corrected. 

For this purpose, we placed the documents in our 
possession at the disposal of a gentleman whose literary 
habits and early knowledge of the poet seemed to point 
him out as the most fitting person for bringing them 
to the notice of the pubKc. It was clearly understood, 
however, that our wishes and feelings should be con- 
sulted in all the details. 



i 



We saw the book for the first time wheu it was given 
to the world. It was impossible to imagine beforehand 
that from such materials a book could have been pro- 
duced which has astonished and shocked those who have 
the greatest right to form an opinion on tlie character 
of Shelley ; and it was with the most painfiil feelings of 
'dismay that we perused what we could only look upon 
*as a fantastic caricature, going forth to the public with 
my apparent sanction, — for it was dedicated to myself. 

Our feelings of duty to the memory of Shelley left 
ns no other alternative than to withdraw the materials 
.which we had originally entrusted to his early friend, 
and- which we could not but consider had been strangely 
misused; and to take upon oorselves the task of laying 
them before the piiblic, connected only by as slight a 
thread of narrative as would suffice to make them intel- 
ligible to the reader. 

I have condensed as much as possible the details of 
■the early period of Shelley's life, tor I am aware that 
s great many of them have already appeared in print. 
The repetition of some, however, was considered advis- 
able, since it is very probable that tins volume will 
be read by many who have not seen, nor ai-c likely to 
see, any other work giving an account of the writings 
and actions of Shelley. 

I little expected that this task woidd devolve on me ; 



PREFACE. T 

and I am folly sensible how unequal I am to its pftqper 
fulfilment. To give a truthful statement of long^s- 
torted iactsy and to dear away the mist in which the 
misrepresentations of foes and professed firiends have 
obscured the memory of Shelley, have been my only 
objects. My labours have been greatly assisted by tlie 
help of an intimate and valued firiend of Mrs. Shelley, 
and by Mr. Edmund Oilier^ whose &iher (the publisher 
of Shelley's works) at once fi:^y offered me ihe use 
of some most interesting letters written to himself. I 
regret to say that this gentleman died while the present 
work was passing through the printer's hands. 

It is needless to say that the authenticity of all the 
documents contained in this volume is beyond question ; 
but the public would do well to receive with the utmost 
caution all letters purporting to be by SheDey^ which 
have not some indisputable warrant* 

The art of forging letters purporting to be relics of 
men of literary celebrity, and therefore apparently pos- 
sessing a commercial value, has been brought to a rare 
perfection by those who have made Mr. Shelley's hand- 
writing the object of their imitation. Within the last 

* Those printed in the work to which allasion has already been 
made have never, for the most part, been seen bj any other person 
than the author of that work; and the erasures which he has abeady 
made in them, together with the arrangement of their paragraphs, 
render them of doubtful value, however authentic may be the 
originals which that gentleman asserts he possesses. 



fourteen years, on no le&s tiian three occasions, Bave 
forged letters been presented to our family for pureliaae. 
In December, 1851, Sir Percy Shelley and the late 
Mr. Moxon bought several letters, all of which proved 
to be forgeries, though, on the most careful inspection, 
we could scarcely detect any differeuce between these 
and the originals ; for some were exact copies of docu- 
ments in our possession. The water-mark on the paper 
was generally, though not always, tlie mark appropriate 
to the date ; and the amount of ingenuity exercised was 
most extraordinary, Mr. Moson published what he had 
bought in a small volume, but recalled the work shortly 
afterwards, on discovering that some of tlie letters hHtl 
been manufactured from articles in magazines and 
reviews, written long after Shelley's death. 

The letter to Lord EUenborough has never before 
been published ; but I regard it as too extraordinary 
a production for a youth of eighteen to feel myself 
justified in suppressing it. 

The fragmentary Essay on Christianity, pubhshed at 
the end of this volume, was found amongst SheUey's 
papers in the imperfect state in which it is now pro- 
duced. 



inec, ./uRG 23n(/, 1859. 
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SHELLEY MEMOKIALS. 



CHAPTER L 



EARLY LIFE. 



At the close of the last century, the family of the 
Shelleys had long held a high position among the large 
landholders of Sussex. Fortunate marriages in the 
two generations preceding the birth of the poet con- 
siderably increased the wealth and influence of the 
house, the head of which in 1806 was a staunch Whig, 
and on that ground obtained a baronetcy from the 
short-lived Whig Administration of that year. Four- 
teen years previously, — ^viz., on the 4th of August, 
1792, — ^his illustrious grandson drew the first breath 
of life. Pebcy Bysshe Shelley was bom on that 
day at Field Place, near Horsham, Sussex. He was 
the eldest son of Timothy Shelley, Esq., subsequently 
the second baronet ; and was christened Bysshe 
after his grandfather. At six years of age, the boy 
wad sent to a day-school near the residence of his 

B 
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parents, and at ten left home for the seminary of 
Dr. Greenlaw, at Brentford, Middlesex. Here he ac- 
quired the dead languages, seemingly by intuition ; for, 
during school hours, he would gaze abstractedly at 
the passing clouds, or would scrawl in his school-books 
(a habit which he never lost) rude drawings of pines 
and cedars, in memory of those standing on the lawn 
of his native home. 

He was regarded by his schoolfellows as a strange, 
unsociable person. Never joining in their sports, he 
passed much of his leisure time, in solitude, and on 
holidays would walk backwards and forwards along 
the southern wall of the playground, indulging in wild 
fancies and vague meditations. Still, though he seem- 
ingly neglectea his tasks, he soon surpassed all his 
competitors ; for his memory was so tenacious that he 
never forgot what he had once learned. He was very 
fond of reading, and eagerly perused all the books 
which were brought to school after the holidays. Stories 
of haunted castles, bandits>. murderers, and various 
grim creations of fancy, were his favourites ; and in 
after years he began his literary life by writing similar 
wild romances. When at Field Place during the 
vacations,, his propensity to frolic — always, however, 
unaccompanied by the infliction of pain on any living 
creature — his partiality for moonlight walks, and his 
wonderfcdly exuberant imagination, came under the 
notice of his^ sister, who^ in some spirited and graceful 
letters^ has recorded, a few of the incidents of this 
period. 



EARLY LIFE. 3 

"Bysshe," writes Miss Shelley, ^^ would frequently 
come to the nursery, and was foil of a peculiar kind 
of pranks. One piece of mischief, for which he was 
rebuked, was running a stick through the ceiling of 
a low passage, to find some new chamber which could 
be made effective for some flights of his vivid imagi- 
nation. The tales to which we have sat and listened, 
evening after evening, seated on his knee, when we 
came to Ae dining-room for dessert, were anticipated 
witi that pleasing dread which so excites the minds 
of children, and fastens so strongly and indelibly on 
ihe memory. 

** There was a spacious garret under the roof of 
Field Place, and a room which had ^een closed for 
years, excepting an entrance made by the removal 
of a board in the garret floor. This unknown land 
was made the &ncied habitation of an alchemist, old 
and grey, with a long beard. Books and a lamp, with 
all the attributes of a picturesque fency, were poured 
into- our Ustening ear&. We were to go and see him 
* some day,' but we were content to wait ; and a cave 
was to be dug in the orchard for the accommodation 
of this Cornelius Agrippa* 

*^ Bysshe was certainly fond of eccentric amusements; 
but they delighted us, as children^ quite as much as if 
our minds had been naturally attuned to the same tastes ; 
for we dressed ourselves in strange costumes to per- 
sonate spirits or fiends, and Bysshe would take a 
fire-stove, and fill it with some inflammable liquid^, and 
carry it flaming into the kitchen and to the back-door; 

B 2 
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but discovery of this dangerous amusement soon put a 
stop to many repetitions. 

" My brother was full of pleasant attention to chfldren, 
though his mind was so far aliove theirs. He had a 
wish to educate some child, and often talked seriously 
of purehasing a little girl for that pm-pose. A tumbler, 
who came to the backdoor to display her wonderiul 
feats, attracted him, and he thought she would be a 
good subject for the purpose. But all these wild 
fancies came to nought He would take his pony, and 
rido about the beautiful lanes and fields surrounding 
the house, and would talh of his intention ; but he did 
not consider that board and lodging would be indispen- 
sable; and thi^difBculty, probably, was quite sufficient 
to prevent the talk from becoming reality." 

In stature, Shelley was shghtly yet elegantly formed ; 
he had deep blue eyes, of a wild, strajige beauty, and 
a high white forehead, overshadowed with a quantity of 
dark brown curling hair. His complexion was very 
fair ; and, though his features were not positively hand- 
some, the expression of his countenance was one of 
exceeding sweetness and sincerity. His look of youth- 
fulness be retained to the end of his life, though his 
hair was beginning to get grey — the effect of intense 
study, and of the painful agitations of mind through 
which be bad passed. 

At the age of thirteen, Shelley went to Eton, and 
there began his earnest and life-long struggle with the 
world. When he entered the college, the practice of 
fagging flourished in all its vigour under the superin- 




EAHLT IIFE. 5 

tendenoe of Dr. Eeate^ the head-master. To the high- 
toned feelings of Shelley^ this daily experience of 
Tmhappiness and tyranny was most revolting. '\Yon 
by uSectian, but nnconqnered by blows, he was not the 
kind of youth likely to be happy at a public schooL 
Se refused to fag, and was treated by master and boys 
with the severily of passion and prejudice. But to 
all the devices of despotism he opposed a brave and 
dauntless spirit. At the same time, the purity, un- 
selfishness, and generosity of his nature gained him 
friends among his schoolfellows wherever there were 
any corresponding qualities to appreciate these signs of 
the nobility of his disposition. The power of fascina- 
tion was, indeed, possessed by Shelley all through his 
existence. 

Mr. Packe, one of his schoolfellows at Eton, relates 
in a letter that the embryo poet's tutor ^^ was one of the 
dullest men in the establishment;" that he did not under- 
stand his pupil in the least ; that the boys made a point 
of constantly ^* goading Shelley into a rage," though they 
would run away, appalled, directly the storm they had 
provoked burst forth; that their victim would never 
deign to pursue them, but would generously assist their 
dulness when they came to him with petitions to help 
them in their tasks ; and that he would not at any time 
submit to the trammels of the ^* gradus." His facility 
in making Latin verses is described by Mr. Packe as 
wonderftd ; but, not being in accordance with rule, these 
compositions were generally torn up. However, his 
greatest passion at Eton was for chemistry. Often did 
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he astonish the boys by his experiments^ and once he 
accidentally set fire to some trees on the common.- At 
that time he lodged at the house of his tutor, who, 
on a certain day, found Shelley in his room amusing 
himself by the production of a blue flame. Chemical 
experiments were prohibited in the boys' chambers ; and 
the tutor (Mr. Bethel) somewhat angrily asked what the 
lad was doing. Shelley jocularly replied that he was 
raising the devil. Mr. Bethel seized hold of a mys- 
terious implement on the table, and in an instant was 
thrown against the wall, having grasped a highly- 
charged electrical machine. Of course, the young 
experimentalist paid dearly for this imfortunate oc- 
currence. 

*^ Among my latest recollections of Shelley's life at 
Eton," concludes Mr. Packe, "is the publication of 
Zastrozziy* for which I think he received 40Z. With 
part of the proceeds he gave a most magnificent banquet 
to eight of his fi*iends, among whom I was included. 
I cannot now call to mind the names of the other 
guests, excepting those of two or three who are not 
now living. Shelley was too peculiar in his genius and 
his habits to be ^ the hare with many friends ;' but the 
few who knew him loved him, and, if I may judge from 
myself, remember with affectionate regret that his school 
days were more adventurous than happy." 

His opposition to fegging was not without some good 
effect for the time. He formed a conspiracy against 

* A noTel so called. 
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the ^yBtem^ and succeeded in checking it — at any rate, 
as &r as regarded himBel£ But the fiery conflicts 
flirongh ^hich he had to pass impressed him with a 
seoDise of wretchedness which he afterwards described 
^^ith passionate sweetness in the dedication of the Revoh 
of Islam : — 

" Thoughts of great deeds were mine, dear friend, when first 
The clouds -which wrap this world from youth did pass. 
I do rememher well the hour which burst 
My spirit's sleep : a fresh May dawn it was, 
When I walked forth upon the glittering grass, 
And wept, I knew not why ; until there rose 
From the near school-room voices that, alas ! 
Were but one echo from a world of woes — 
The harsh and grating strife of tyrants and of fi)es. 

^* And then I dasp'd my hands, and look'd around ; 
But none was near to mock my streaming eyes. 
Which pour'd their warm drops on the sunny ground : 
So, without shame, I spake : — * I will be wise. 
And just, and free, and mild, if in me lies 
Such power ; for I grow weary to behold 
The selfish and the strong still tyrannize 
Without reproach or check.* I then controlled 
My tears ; my heart grew calm ; and I was meek and bold. 

^ And irom that hour did I, with earnest thought, 
Heap knowledge from forbidden mines of lore ; 
Yet nothing that my tyrants knew or taught 
I cared to learn ; but from that secret store 
Wrought linked armour for my soul, before 
It might walk forth, to war among mankind. 
Thus, power and hope were strengthen'd more and more 
Within me, till there came upon my mind 
A sense of lonelineaB, a thirst with which I pined.** 

The agony which Shelley thus endured, for the ▼ery 
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reason that he was more outspoken and trnth-loving than 
other boys, is only one out of many painful examples of 
the frequent unfitness of schoolmasters and tutors for 
the duty which they seek to execute. However, wc 
have improved since the early part of the present 
century ; for those were the days when coercion was 
looked on as the only principle of school government, 
and when kindness was regarded as acntimentalism. 
With one exception, Shelley found his tutors men of 
rough, passionate, and Hard natures, who clsumed obe- 
dience merely because they possessed authority, without 
showing that they had any right to exercise their power 
by reason of superior discretion and serener wisdom ; 
men who answered inquiries by cuffs, who sought to 
tame independence by violence, who exasperated the 
eccentricities of a wild but generous nature by the 
opposition of their own coarser minds, and who made 
religion distasteful by confounding it with dogmatism, 
and learning repulsive by allying it with pedantic 
formality. Had these instructors possessed half as 
much knowledge of human nature as of Greek roots 
and Lalin " quantities," they might have developed 
and guided the mind of Shelley ; but they tliought not 
of this, and therefore only irritated a sensitive and 
ardent disposition. 

The one exception to this narrow and unfortunate rale 
was Dr. Lind, an erudite scholar and amiable old man, 
much devoted to chemistry, at whose house Shelley 
passed the happiest of his Eton hours. He was a phy- 
sician, and also one of the tutors. Mrs. Shelley relates 
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that the Doctor often stood by to be&iend and support 
the persecnted boy^ and that her husband never, in after 
life^ mentioned his name without love and veneration* 
The poet has introduced him into the Revolt of Islam, 
as the old hermit who liberates Laon from prison, and 
attends on him in sickness ; and into Prince AtharKZse, as 
the wise and* benignant Zonoras. In the former poem 
(CSanto IV.), he speaks of the hermit's heart having 
grown old without being corrupted, and adds : — 

" That hoary man had spent his livelong age 
In converse with the dead, who leave the stamp 
Of ever-hurning thoughts on many a page 
When they are gone into the senseless damp 
Of graves. His spirit thus became a lamp 
Of splendour, like to those on which it fed. 
Through peopled haunts, the city and the camp. 
Deep thirst for knowledge had his footsteps led. 
And all the ways of men among mankind he read. 

'^ But custom maketh blind and obdurate 
The loftiest hearts. He had beheld the woe 
In which mankind was bound, but deemed that fate, 
Which made them abject, would preserve them so." 

For his strange pupil, whose scientific studies he 
directed, and whose pleasures he was eager to promote. 
Dr. Lind entertained a warm affection. When Shelley 
was seized with a dangerous fever, he hurried at a 
moment's notice to Field Place, and by his skill, and the 
soothing influence of his presence, saved his young 
friend from pressing danger. The incident in the RevoU 
of Islam is, therefore, a fact. The Doctor's kindness 
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made on Shelley a deep and lasting impression ; the 
raore so as, from the indiscreet gossip of a servant, who 
had overheard some conversation between his father and 
the village doctor, Bysshe had come to the conviction 
that it was intended to remove him from the honse to 
some distant asylum. 

Shelley also felt an affectionate regard for his rela- 
tions, particularly for his mother and sisters ; and I 
have heard his eldest surviving sister relate that, 
during a supposed dangerous attack of gout under 
which liis father was suffering, Bysshe would creep 
noiselessly to his room door, to watch and listen with 
tender anxiety. 

The chemical experiments which the young student 
eagerly pursued at Eton were not discontinued when he 
was at home. His little sisters' frocks wore often found 
stained with caustic ; and Miss Shelley states in one of 
her letters : — " I confess my pleasure was entirely nega- 
tived by terror at the effects. Whenever he came to 
me with his piece of brown paper under his arm, and a 
bit of wire and a bottle (if I remember right), my heart 
would beat with fear at his appi'oach ; but shame kept 
me silent, and, with as many otliers as we could collect, 
we were placed hand in hand round the nursery table to 
be electrified; but when a suggestion was made that 
chilblains were to be cured by this means, my terror 
overwhelmed all other feelings, and the expression of it 
released me from all future annoyance. His own hands 
and clothes were constantly stained and corroded with 
acids, and it only seined too probable that some day the 
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honse "w^onld be burnt down^ or some serious mischief 
happen to himself or others from the explosion of com- 
bustibles. He used afterwards to speak himself with 
horror of having once swallowed by accident some 
arsenic at Eton^ and feared he should never entirely re- 
cover from the shock it had inflicted on his constitution*" 
The boy Shelley now passes from our sight, and in 
the next chapter we shall have to speak of the poet in 
the first dawn of manhood. 
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CHAPTER IL 

SHELLEY'S FIRST LOVE: OXFORD: EXPULSION. 

In 1809, Shelley left Eton and returned home; and, 
being now of an age when it is not uncommon for people 
to have some touch of romance in them — a tendency 
which in him was developed to an unusual degree — his 
delight was to steal from the house, and to wander about 
by moonhght His sister remarks that ^*the prosaic 
minds of ordinary mortals could not understand the 
pleasure to be derived from contemplating the stars, 
when he, probably, was repeating to himself lines which 
were soon to astonish those who looked upon him as a 
boy. The old servant of the family would follow him, 
and say that ^Master Bysshe only took a walk, and 
came back again.' " But (as in Mrs. Barbauld's excel- 
lent story of Eyes and no Eyes) the walk of one indivi- 
dual along a given road may be as different from that 
of another along the same path as a plenxmi is different 
from a vacuum. While the old servant, probably, saw 
little but the dust, and the monotonous hedges, and the 
figure of his young master walking on before, the unde- 
veloped poet saw the infinite beauty of Nature spreading 
out in all its vastness and its minuteness, and w^as busied 
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with speculations which gave an additional and still more 
solemn splendour to the mysterious loveliness of the 
world. 

It was in the smnmer of this year that Bysshe fell 
desperately in love with his cousin^ Harriet Grove, who, 
with her brother, was on a visit to Field Place. Eliza- 
beth Shelley, who was then at home, always made one 
of the party in their moonlight strolls through the 
groves of Strood and the beautiful scenery of St Leo- 
nard's ; at which time the young lover had just reason 
to suppose that his attachment had met with sym- 
pathy. The whole party, with Bysshe's mother, went 
from Sussex to Mr. Grove's house in London ; and the 
presence of the parents, inasmuch as it appeared to 
sanction the daily intercourse between the young couple, 
carried to Bysshe's mind a well-grounded expectation 
that his ardent affections and wandering sympathies had 
found at last a resting-place and a home. It was not, 
however, so to be. In the letters which passed between 
them after Miss Harriet Grove had returned to Wilt- 
shire, the speculative doubts which were expressed on 
serious subjects alarmed the parents of the young lady 
for the fixture welfare of their daughter ; and, on Shelley 
being expelled from Oxford, all intimacy was broken off, 
and Miss Grove soon made another choice. The blow 
fell on Bysshe with cruel force. 

Shelley went to Oxford in 1810, in which year he 
became an undergraduate of University College. His 
secluded habits, and the ardour with which he threw all 
the energies of his mind into the acquisition of know- 



14 



SHELLEY MEMOniALS. 



ledge, were gratified by the customs and opportunities 
wMch he found when entering on this new mode of life. 
The forms of study at Oxford, then as now, were well 
adapted to exercise a beneficial influence on a mind 
somewhat prone, at the time, to mysticism, and to the 
neglect of practical results ; and it mast therefore be 
for ever regretted that Shelley's academical career ter- 
minated so early. 

Notwithstanding the extremely spiritual and romantic 
character of his genins, he applied himself to logic with 
ardour and success, and of course brought it to bear on 
all subjects, including theology. With his habitual dis- 
regard of consequences, he hastily wrote a pamphlet, in 
wliich the defective logic of the usual arguments in favour 
of the existence of a God was set forth : this he circu- 
lated among the authorities and members of his college. 
In point of fact, the pamphlet did not contain any posi- 
tive assertion ; it was merely a challenge to discussion, 
beginning with certain axioms, and finisliing with a 
Q. E. D. The publication (consisting of only two pages) 
seemed rather to imply, on the part of the writer, a 
desire to obtain better reasoning on the side of the com- 
monly received opinion, than any wish to overthrow with 
sudden violence the grounds of men's belief. In any 
case, however, had tile heads of the college been men of 
candid and broad intellects, they would have recognised 
in the author of the obnoxious pamphlet an earnest love 
of truth, a noble passion for arriving at the nature of 
things, however painful the road. They might at least 
have sought, by argument and remonstrance, to set him 
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in wliat they conceived to be the right path ; but either 
they had not the courage and the regard for truth 
necessary for such a course^ or they were themselves the 
victims of a narrow education. At any rate^ for this 
exercise of scholastic ingenuity^ Shelley was expelled. 
A college &iend of the poet (Mr. Hogg) shared the 
same fete, for supporting his cause. 

Mr. Hogg was the son of a gentleman in the north of 
"Rn glftnd j whose acquaintance Shelley had made on his 
first arrival at Oxford, by sitting accidentally next to 
him at the hall dinner. To reason on any subject, at 
any time, with any one, was to Shelley an irresistible 
temptation. Discussion, and the clash of argument with 
another, by which he strove to render his own perception 
of any subject more dear and defined, delighted him. 
Jn Mr. Hogg he found a companion acute enough to be 
a worthy antagonist, and one who was always ready to 
place himself at his disposal for the combat of words. 
The two friends were inseparable. The bonds of sym- 
pathy between them were their literary tastes and their 
intellectual activity; and accordingly they walked, dined, 
and supped together, always discussing. 

On SheUey receiving the sentence of expulsion, which 
was ready drawn up in due form, under the seal of the 
college, as if the act had been resolved on previously, he 
immediately withdrew, and ran, in a state of painful 
agitation, to Mr. Hogg's rooms. His friend, with a 
goierosity not uncommon in youth,, though too seldom 
retained in later life, speedily wrote a letter, remon- 
strating with the authorities for their act. He was at 
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oHce sent for, and, after similar angry and iil-mannered 
qnestioning to that which had been pursued in Shelley'a 
case, was sentenced to the same honourable expulsion 
already pronounced against his companion. 

This unhappy event took place on Lady Day, 1811. 
The friends quitted Oxford next morning for London. 

So far as I can gather from Bome scanty records, I 
am inclined to think that, at this time, Shelley's father 
would have been aatisfied with some very slight conces- 
sions on his sou's pai't — in fact, ivith his promising a 
merely formal compliance with the ceremonies observed 
in most households. But, had he asked Ms native 
stream, the Arun, to run up to its source, he would 
have had as great a chance of obtaining his desire. 
Exasperated by bis son's refusal to conform to the 
orthodox belief, he forbade him to appear at Field Place. 
On the sensitively affectionate feelings of the yonng 
controversialist and poet, this sentence of exclusion from 
his boyhood's home inflicted a bitter pang ; yet he was 
determined to bear it, for the sake of what he believed 
to be right and true. 

Conscious of high intellectual power, and of unsullied 
moral purity, he bad been persecuted at Eton for the 
resistance he always offered to despotism. From Ox- 
ford he had been expelled, with great injustice, for a 
pampldet which, if it had been given as a translation 
of the work of some old Greek, would have been re- 
garded as a model of subtle metaphysical reasoning. 
He was excluded from his father's house for acting in 
accordance with the dictates of his conscience ; and he 
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found himself separated from the society of his eqnals 
in rank by his shyness^ his sensitiveness^ and his ascetic 
habits. Among his few acquaintances at this time whose 
names are known^ there was not one who had the 
slightest affinity with him ; and it is not easy to con- 
ceive a greater loneliness of the heart than that which 
he now experienced. Feeling himself thus isolated^ 
his naturally high spirit rose higher still; and the 
young warrior for truth went forth into the world 
alone, but full of ardour. And it should be recollected 
that he made this sacrifice out of a purely abstract and 
intellectual love of truth; for to all sensual pleasures 
Shelley was a stranger. His usual food was bread, 
sometimes seasoned with a few raisins; his beverage 
was generally water ; if he drank tea or coffee, he would 
take no sugar with it, because the produce of the cane 
was then obtained by slave labour ; and the unanimous 
voice of those who knew him acquits him of any par- 
ticipation in the lax habits of life too common among 
young men. Yet, when less than nineteen, ^* fragile in 
health and frame ; of the purest habits in morals ; full 
of devoted generosity and universal kindness ; glowing 
with ardour to attain wisdom ; resolved, at every per- 
sonal sacrifice, to do right ; burning with a desire for 
affection and sympathy, — he was treated as a reprobate^ 
cast forth as a criminal"* 

On the other hand, the conduct of his father is sus- 
ceptible of some excuse. Let those who utterly con* 

* Mrs. Shellej. 
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demn him ask themselves Low tliey would like the 
presence in theii- houses of a disciple of Spinoza or of 
Calvin, whose enthusiiism iievei* wanLis, and whose voice 
is seldom silent; who, with the eloquence of con\'iction, 
obtrudes Lis doctrines at all times; who seeks the 
youngest daughter in the schooh'oom, and the butler in 
his pantry, to make them converts, in tlie one case, to 
the moral escellonce of materialism, — in the other, to 
the aesthetic comforts of eternal punishment by election ; 
and, if ihev can conscientiously say they would like it, 
they may condemn the elder Mr. Shelley; hut not 
unless. Stili, it is to he regretted tliat a milder course 
was not pursued towards one who was peculiarly open 
to the teachiiigs of love. 

In the present day, wlieji a brighter mom seems 
breaking on the future ; when another spirit is breathing 
over as ; when vengeanc* is departing from our laws, 
and love is gradually creeping in ; when freedom of 
inquiry is becoming at once a social aiid a legal right ; 
when the fierce voices of hatred, which burst in 
Shelley's time on the man bold enough to question the 
received notions of Chui'ch and Stiite orthodoxy, have 
ceased, or are faintly heard ; when a protecting hand is 
extended over the toil of women and children; when 
the claims of the uninstnicted to their shai-e of education 
are cordially admitted ; when there is a growing convic- 
tion that all the inhabitants of the earth, whatever may 
be their creed, their colour, or their clime, should enjoy 
a lair portion of the gifts of God, and that the chief 
duty of ail is to gird themselveB, as in one common bro- 
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therhood^ for the struggle with the many moral and 
physical evils which are interwoven with our existence^ — 
it is not difficult to understand the throbbing interest 
with which^ in the distant colony and in the crowded 
street at home^ the many turn to the Memorials of the 
life of him who^ self-inspired and self-impelled^ from the 
earliest dawn of manhood to his day of deaths shrank 
firom no sacrifice in bis devotion to the cause of human 
welfiure. 
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CHAPTER III. 

SHELLEY'S TTEST MAERliGE. 

Up to the present period of Shelley's life, there has bceu 
little to chronicle with respect to his progress as an 
author. While at Oxford, he had pubhshed, in con- 
jonctioii with Mr. Hogg, a httle volume of burlesque 
verses, and, at a yet earlier date, when still at home, he 
had written a great many wild romances in prose, some 
of which have been printed, though they have never 
taken any place in hterature, and are, in fact, the crude 
productions of an enthusiastic by It w not, bow- 
ever, till be had been drawn int th fl t f existence 
that he began that expression f 1 nn nature in 
immortal verse which has sin a t n 1 d the world. 
But we must yet for a while f 11 w th urae of bis 
private life. 

Discarded by bis father, Shelley -was now left in a 
state of considerable pecuniary embarrassment, though 
this did not prevent his performing acts of munificence 
whenever he had any money at command. At one time 
he pawned his favourite solar microscope in order to re- 
lieve an urgent case of distress. He took lodgings in 
Poland Street, but was ofleu without the means of meet- 
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ing the current expenses of the day. His sisters, who 
were aware of this, saved their pocket money, and, 
&om time to time, sent secretly to their brother the 
finiits of their loving economy. This was the origin of 
a new phase in Shelley's existence. The Miss Shelleys 
were at that period at school at Brompton, and among 
the pupils was a very handsome girl named Harriet 
Westbrook. To her (as her parents resided in London) 
was consigned the task of conveying the little sums 
of money to Shelley, on whose susceptible fancy she 
dawned as a celestial being, illumining the dingy lodg- 
ings he inhabited. During the young lady's holidays, 
Shelley was a constant and welcome visitor at the house 
of her father ; and, on Harriet's recovery from a slight 
indisposition, the young poet was chosen to escort her 
back to school. About the same time, he went for a 
few days to Field Place, and during this visit came to 
an amicable arrangement with his father. In conside- 
ration of a new settlement of the property. Sir Timothy 
agreed to make him an allowance of 2001. a year, and 
his son was to be at liberty to live where he pleased. 

On leaving Field Place, he went to his cousin, Mr. T. 
Grove, who resided at a country house near Rhayader, 
in Radnorshire; whence, summoned by the pressing 
appeals of the Miss Westbrooks, he hastily returned to 
London, and eloped with Harriet 

From Shelley's own account, and from other sources 
of information which have since transpired, this unfor- 
tunate marriage seems to have been thus brought about : 

To the wild eloquence of the enthusiast, who claimed 
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it as his mission to regenerate il\e world, and to give it 
freedom from the shackles wliich had been too long 
endured, and wliich barred its progi-caa to indefinite per- 
fectibility, Harriet bad in tbeir many interviews in Lon- 
don bent a well-pleased ear ; and when the day came for 
her return to her Brorapton seminary, these new lights 
seemed to her mind to have a practical bearing on the 
forma and discipline of her boarding-schooL She there- 
fore petitioned her father to be allowed to remain at 
home. On his refusal, she wrote to Shelley ; and, in a 
sad and evil hour for both, this girl, " who had thrown 
herself upon his protection," and " with whom he was 
not in love,"" became his wife. 

From London, the yoimg pair (whose nnited ages 
axaomited to thirty-five years, Harriet being sixteen, and 
Shelley nineteen) went to Edinburgh, and thence to 
York. During their residence in the latter town, a new 
inmate was added to tlieir circle in the person o£ the 
elder Miss Westbrook — a visitor whose presence was 
in many respects unfortunate. From strength of cha- 
racter and disparity of years (for she was much older 
than Harriet), she exercised a strong influence over her 
^tef; and this influence was used without much dis- 
cr^on, and with little inclination to smooth the difficulties 
or promote the happiness of the young couple. 

Keswick was the next resting-place to which the 
Shelleys were tempted by tlte beauty of the scenery and 
the cheapness of the necessaries of life, which gave some 

" These expreBsii>ns are quoted from some pablislied letters of 
Shdley'i, the autlienticitj of which I am not able ti 
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hope that their scanty income might suffice for their 
moderate wants. While residing here, the then Duke of 
Norfolk, who owned a large extent of land in the neigh- 
bourhood, greatly interested himself in Shelley and his 
girl wife, introduced them to the neighbouring gentry, 
directed his agents to furnish their house with necessary 
acconmiodations, and interceded (but in vain) with the 
elder Mr. Shelley, The young poet became speedily 
acquainted with Robert Southey, Thomas De Quincey, 
and otlier eminent writers then resident in the north. 
With Soutiiey he was particularly intimate for a time, 
despite the diametrical opposition of their creeds. It 
was in the year 1811, also — ^but previous to his marriage 
— that Shelley sought and obtained the fiiendship of 
Leigh Hunt, whose noble-spirited political writings in 
the Examiner had moved iiie highest admiration of the 
youthful enthusiast While the latter was yet unknown 
to the journalist, he had proposed to him, in a letter, a 
scheme for forming an association of Liberals, with a 
view to resisting the spread of despotic principles ; and 
this was followed by Shelley's self^-introduction. The 
friendship of die two writers was only broken by death* 
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CHAPTER rV. 



SHELLEY'S ACQUAINTANCE WITH GODWIN. 



We now come to that period of Shelley's life when the 
poet became acquainted with Wilham Godwin — a period 
fraught with important results, and one over which it 
will be necessary to linger. 

An eminent place among the writers of the eighteenth 
century is due to the author of Political Justice. He 
came of a family which had long been connected with 
the Nonconformist ministry; for both his father and 
grandfather were Dissenting preachers in their genera- 
tion, and the grandfather had enjoyed the intimate friend- 
ship of Dr. Watts, Neale, and Baker. William Godwin 
was bom at Questwich, Norfolk, in 1/56. He was 
educated at the Hoxton College by Dr. Kippis and Dr. 
Eeea, and for some time followed the profession of his 
father at Stowmarket, Suffolk ; but, in 1782, owing to a 
change in his religious opinions, he returned to London, 
and for ten years devoted himself with unwearied 
assiduity to historical and metaphysical inquiries. The 
result of this mental discipline was the publication, in 
1793, of his Political Justice, the effect of which work 
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on the public mind is sufficiently attested by the fact that 
three editions were sold in as many years. Caleb 
Williams and the Enquirer followed, and gave Godwin 
a reputation which he preserved imsullied through the 
whole of his long life. 

From the commencement of his career in London, the 
philosopher lived in a small cottage, without any further 
attendance than that of a woman who came every morn- 
ing to set the house in order for the day. Liberal over- 
tures from the leaders of the Whig phalanx, who desired 
to enlist in their service so eminent and influential an 
author, were repeatedly made to him, and as often 
refiised; for Godwin, like a second Andrew Marvell, 
disdained to be the slave of party. This stem independ- 
ence of character, combined with the mild, unimpassioned 
manner with which he prosecuted his inquiries into sub- 
jects which most men at that time debated with the 
fierceness and acrimony of personal strife, soon gathered 
round him a small knot of disciples, who sat at his feet, 
and gathered up his sayings as they might have done 
those of a sage of ancient Greece. He became, as it 
were, the recognised head of a small sect ; and of this 
sect Shelley speedily regarded himself as a member. 
The poet wrote to the philosopher from Keswick, and, 
frankly stating his position, his marriage, and his pro- 
spects, proceeded to reveal his political, religious, and 
moral opinions, and to declare his long-cherished hope of 
being on some future day of use to his fellow-creatures. 
Towards this end, and for the better regulation of his 
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ptn^ts and studies, be requested the aid of the anthor 
of Political Jvstiee. Godwin received tliis Tmexpected 
communication with great kindness, and a long and 
interesting correspondence ensued between the two 
■writers. Some portions of tliis will be found in the pre- 
sent volume, 

From Keswick, Shelley went to Dublin, and diuing 
this period the influence of his newly acquired friend and 
adviser was of incalculable benefit to him, in guarding 
him from the consequences which his own fearless im- 
petuosity woidd have entailed, in his championship of 
Irish wrongs. Ireland was at that time a disgrace to 
England and to herself. A dominant caste — proud, 
resolute, and vindictive, opposed to all change, and cer- 
tain, in the last resort, of Ihe support of England's 
strength- — misruled a population whicli was priest-ridden, 
ignorant, and averse from labour. The priests them- 
selves (with the exception of those who had been spe- 
cially educated on the Continent, for the purpose of 
representing the interests and maintiuiiiog the dignity of 
their church in the more polished circles of Dublin) 
were scai-cely more literate than the rabble over whom 
they possessed unbounded influence ; and the Union had 
handed over to still meaner minds and yet more uncleanly 
hands tlie traditionaiy struggles for the perquisites of a 
delegated Court. 

Loud was the cry of Irish patriotiam when Shelley 
visited the aister island, where he flung himself, with 
his usual impulsive ardour, into the turbid stream ol' 
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Hibemism politics. It was then liiat the valae of God- 
iirih's calm^ experienced intellect became manifest; for 
there is no doidit that his letters supplied the necessary 
balance of pradence and mature thought to the youthfiil 
yehemence of Shelley's mind. This good effect was 
aided' by an adventure which occurred to Bysshe during 
his advocacy of Irish grievances. On one occasion, at a 
meeting— probably a meeting of patriots — so much ill- 
will against the Protestants was shown, that Shelley was 
provoked to remark that the Protestants were fellow 
Christians and fellow subjects, and were therefore 
entitled to equal rights and equal toleration with the 
Papists^ Of course, he was forthwith interrupted by 
ss0FBge yells* A fierce uproar ensued,, and the denouncer 
of bigotry was compelled to be silent. At the same 
meeting, and afterwards, he was even threatened with 
personal violence, and the police suggested to him liie 
propriety of quitting Ae country. 

The philanthropic association which was to bestow 
Arcadian days on Ireland was accordingly abandoned, 
and, after a brief stay in the Ii^ of Man, and a residence 
of some duration in North Wales, Shelley and his wife 
sheltered themselves in a cottage at Lymoudi, a place 
situated in a romantic part of North Devonshire^ While 
here, Bysshe addressed a letter to Lord EUenborough, 
touching the sentence passed by him on a man named 
Eaton, a London bookseller, for publishing the third 
part of Thomas Paine's A^e of Reasotu In a letter to 
Godwin he says : — 
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" What do jou think of Eaton's trial and sentence? 
I mean not to insinuate that this poor bookseller has 
any characteristics in common with Socrates or Jesus 
Christ; still, the spirit which pillories and imprisons 
nim is the same wliicli brought tliem to an untimely 
end. Still, even in this enlightened age, the moralist and 
the reformer may expect coercion analogous to that 
used with tlie humble yet zealous imitator of their endea- 



The larger part of the letter to Lord Ellenborough is 
appended below.* It is a composition of great eloquence 
and logical exactness of reasoning, and the truths wliich 
it contains on the subject of universal toleration are now 
generally admitted. At the time of writing this letter, 
Shelley was only nineteen years of age; and, £rom 
his earliest boyhood to his latest years, whatever 
varieties of opinion may have marked his inteUectual 
course, he never for a moment swerved from the noble 
doctrine of unbounded liberty of tliought and speech. 
To him, the rights of the intellect were sacred ; and all 
kings, teachers, or priests, who sought to circumscribe 
the activity of discussion, and to check by force the full 
development of the reasoning powei-s, he regarded as 
enemies to the independence of man, who did their 
utmost to destroy the spiritual essence of our being. 



* The omitted jKiKiong are the passageB which Sheiler introduced 
into the notei to Queen Mob, and which axe printed in the collected 
editioQ of hia wocks. 
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'^ A Letter to Lord Ellenbosough, occasioned by the Sentence 
which he passed on Mr. D. J. Eaton, as publisher of the 
lliird Part of Paine's * Age of Reason,^ 

** * Deomm offensa, Diis curse.' 

** ' It is contrary to the mild spirit of the Christian religion; for no 
sanction can be found under that dispensation which will warrant a 
Government to impose disabilities and penalties upon any man on 
account of his religious opinions.' — Mabquis Wellesley's Speech. 
—Giobe, July 2. 



"Advertisement. — I have waited impatiently for these last four 
months, in the hope that some pen fitter for the important task 
would have spared me the perilous pleasure of becoming the 
champion of an innocent man. This may serve as an excuse for 
delay to those who think that I have let pass the aptest oppor- 
tunity ; but it is not to be supposed that in four short months the 
public indignation raised by Mr. Eaton's unmerited suffering can 
have subsided. 



**To Lord Ellenborough. 
"My Lord, 

"As the station to which you have been called by your 
country is important, so much the more awful is your responsi- 
bility ; so much the more does it become you to watch lest you 
inadvertently punish the virtuous and reward the vicious. 

"You preside over a Court which is instituted for the sup- 
pression of crime, and to whose authority the people submit on 
no other conditions than that its decrees should be conformable 
to justice. 

"If it should be demonstrated that a judge had condemned an 
innocent man, the bare existence of laws in conformity to which 
the accused is punished would but little extenuate his offence. 
The inquisitor, when he bums an obstinate heretic, may set up a 
similar plea; yet few are sufficiently blinded by intolerance to 
acknowledge its validity. It will less avail such a judge to assert 
the policy of punishing one who has committed no crime. Policy 
and morality ought to be deemed synonymous in a court of justice ; 
and he whose conduct has been regulated by the latter principle 
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^ 



w not justly amenable to any penal law for a supposed violation 
of the former. It is true, my Lord, lawa exist wliioh suffice to 
wreen you from the auimadversion of any cootttituted power, in 
consequence of the unmerited sentence which you have passed 
upon Mr. Katon ; hut there are no laws which screen you from 
the reproof of a nation's dii^ust — none which ward off the just 
judgment of posterity, if that posterity will deign to recollect 

" By what right do you punish Mr. Eaton ? What hut anti- 
qaated precedents, gathered from times of priestly and tyrannical 
domination, can he adduced in palliation of an outrage bo insultiDg 
to humanity and justice F Wliom has he injured ? What crime 
haa he committed F Wherefore may he not walk abroad like 
other men, and fuilon his accustomed pursuits ? What end is 
proposed in confining this man, charged with the eonmiission of 
no dishonourable action ? "Wherefore did his aggressor avail 
himself of popular prejudice, and return no answer hut one of 
commonplace contempt to a defence of plain and simple sincerity? 
Lastly, when the prejudices of the jury, as Christians, were strongly 
and unfairly inflamed* agaiobt this injured man, as a Deist, where* 
foro did not you, my Lord, check such un constitutional pleadiug, 
and desire the jury to pronounce tiie accused innocent or criminalf 
without reference to the particular faith which he professed? 

" In the name of justice, what answer is there to these questions ? 
The answer which Heathen Athens made to Socrates is the same 
with which Christian England must attempt to silence the advo- 
cates of this injured man. " He has questioned established opinions." 
Ales! the crime of inquiry is one which religion never has 
forgiven. Implicit faith and ftearless inquiry have in all ages been 
irreconcilable enemies. Unrestrained philosophy has ia every 
age opposed ileelf to the reveries of credulity and fanaticiRm, The 
truths of astronomy demonstrated by Newton have superseded 
astrology; since the modern discoveries in chemistry, the philo- 
sopher's stone has no longer been deemed attainable. Miracles 



• See the Attorney -General's speech. 
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of eyery kind have become rare in proportion to the hidden 
principles which those who study nature have dereloped. That 
which is false will ultimately be controverted by its own falsehood. 
That which is true needs but publicity to be acknowledged. . . . 

^ Wherefore, I repeat, is Mr. Eaton punished ? Because he is 
a Deist. And what are you, my Lord P A Christian. Ha, thai ! 
the mask has fallen off. You persecute him because 'bis fiuth 
differs from yours. You copy the persecutors of Christianity in 
your actions, and are an additional proof that your nligion is as 
bloody, barbarous, and intolerant as theirs. If «)me Deistieal 
bigot in power (supposing such a character ibr the sidie of illus- 
tration) should, in dark and barbarous ages, have enacted a statute 
nrnknig the profession of Christianity criminal, if you, my Lord, 
were a Christian bookseller, and Mr. Eaton a judge, those argu- 
ments which you consider adequate to justify yourself for the 
sentence you have passed must Hkewise suffice, in the suppo- 
sttionary case, to justify Mr. Eaton in sentencing yon to Newgate 
and the pillory ibr being a Christian. Whence is ai^ right 
derived, but thati^hich power confers, for persecution ? Do you 
think to convert Mr. Eaton to your reHgion by embittering his 
existence ? You might force him by torture to profess your 
tenets, but he could not believe them, except you should make 
them credible, which perhaps exceeds your power. Do you 
think to please the God you worship by this exhibition of your 
zeal ? If so, the demon to whom some nations offer human heca- 
tombs is less barbarous than the Deity of civilized society 

'^If the law de haretico comburefido has not been formally 
repealed, I conceive that, from the promise held out by your 
Lordship's zeal, we need not despair of beholding the flames of 
persecution rekindled in Smithfleld. Even now the lash that 
drove Descartes and Voltaire from their native country, the chains 
which bound Galileo, the flames which burned Yanini, again 

resound Does the Christian Grod, whom his followers 

eulogize as the Deity of humility and peace — He, the regenerator 
of the world, the meek reformer — authorize one man to rise 
against another, and, because lictors are at his beck, to chain and 
torture him as an infidel ? 

^^ When the Apostles went abroad to foxNuert the nations, were 
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they enjoined to stitb and poiEon all who disbdievcd tlic divmity 
of Christ's missiou ? Assurcdlj, they would have been no more 
juetiliablG in this case than he ia at present who pots into execution 
the law which inflicts pillory and imprisonment on the Deist. 

" Has not IMr. Eaton an equal right to call your Lordship an 
infidel as you hare to imprison him for promulgating a, different 
doctrine from that which you profess ? What do I say ! Has he 
not even a stronger plea P The word infidel can only mean any- 
thing when applied to a persoa who professes that which he disbe- 
Ueves. The test of truth is an undivided reliance on its inclusive 
powers ; the test of conscious falsehood is the variety of the forms 
under which it presents itself, and its tendency towards employing 
whatever coercive means may be within its command, in order to 
procure the admission of what ia unsusceptible of support from 
reason or persuasion 

" I hesitate not to afflrra that the opinions which Mr, Eaton 
sustained, when undergoing that mockery of a trial, at which your 
Lordship presided, appear to me more true and good than those of 
his accuser ; hut, were they false as the visions of a Calvinist, it 
still would be the duty of those who love liberty and virtue to 
raise their voice indignantly against a reviving system of persecu- 
tion — against the coercively repressing any opinion, which, if false, 
needs but the opposition of tnitii — which, if true, in spite of force 
must ultimately prevail. 

" Mr. Eaton asserted that the Scriptures were, from beginning 
to end, a fable." lie did so i and the Attorney-General denied 
the proposition which he asserted, and asserted that which he 
denied. What singular conclusion ia deducible from this fact ? 
None, but that the Attorney-General and Mr. Eaton sustained 
two opposite opinions. The Attorney -General puts some obsolete 
and tyrannical laws in force against Mr. Eaton, because be pub- 
lishes a book tending to prove that certain supernatural events, 
which are supposed to have taken place eighteen centuries ago, in 
a remote comer of the world, did not actually take place. But 
how is the truth or falsehood of the facts in dispute relevant to 
the merit or demerit attachable to the advocates of the two opi- 
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s ? 'Ko man is accountable for his belicr, because no man is 
capable oF directing it. Mr. Eaton is therefore totally blamelesa. 
^Vlat are ire to think of the justice of a sentence wliich punishes 
an individual against whom it is not even attempted to attach the 
slightest stain of criminality ? 

" It 13 asserted that Mr. Eaton's opinions are calculated to sub- 
vert morality. How ? ^\'hat moral truth is spolten of with 
irreverence or ridicule in the hook which he published P Morality, 
or the duty of a man and a citizen, is founded on the relations 
which arise from the association of human beings, and which vary 
with the circumstances produced by the different states of this 
association. This duty, in similar situations, must be precisely the 
fiame in all i^s and nations. The opinion contrary to this has 
arisen from a supposition that the ivill of God is the source or cri- 
terion of morality. It is phun that the utmost exertion of Omni- 
potence could not cause that to be virtuous which actually is 
vicious. An all-powerful Demon might, indubitably, annex punish- 
ments to virtue and rewards to vice, hut could not by these means 
effect the slightest change in their abstract and immutable natures. 
Omnipotence could vary, bj a providential iutcrpoaition, the rela- 
tions of human society; ia this latter case, what before was 
virtuous would become vicious, according to the necessary and 
natural result of the alteration ; bat the abstract natures of the 
opposite principles would have sustained not the slightest change. 
For instance, the punishment with which society restrains the 
robber, the assassin, and the r&visher, is just, laudable, and requi- 
site. We admire and respect the institutions which curb those 
who would defeat the ends for which society was established \ but, 
should a precisely similar coercion be exercised against one who 
merely expressed his disbelief of a system admitted by those en- 
trusted with the executive power, using at the same time no 
methods of promulgation but those afforded by reason, certainly 
this coercion would be eminently inhuman and immoral; and 
the supposition that any revelation from an unknown Power 
avails to palliate a persecution so senseless, unprovoked, and 
indefensible, is at once to destroy the barrier which reason 
places between vice and virtue, and leave to unprincipled fana- 
ticism a plea wherel^' it may excuse every act of frenzy wtuch 
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ms, not the JDBpirationa of the Deity, have 



• 



its own wild i 
engendered. 

" Moral qualities are such aa on\j a hmnau being can poeseafi. 
To attribute them to the Spirit of the Univerae, or to suppose that 
it 13 capable of altering them, is to degrade God into man, and to 
annex to this incomprehensible Being qualities incompatible with 
any possible definition of his nature. 

" It may be here objected : Ought not the Creator to possess the 
perfections of the creature P No. To attribute to God the moral 
qualities of man, is to suppose him susceptible of passions, which, 
arising out of corporeal organization, it is plain that a pure Spirit 

cannot possess But even suppose, with the vnlgwr, 

that God is a venerable old maa, seated on a throne of cloods, his 
breast the theatre of various passions, anali^us to those of 
humanity, his will changeable and uncertain as that of an earthly 
king; — still, goodness and justice are qualities seldom nominally 
denied him, and it will be admitted that he disapproves of any 
action incompatible with those qualities. Persecution for opinion 
is nnjnst. With what consigfency, then, can the worshippers of a 
Daty whose benevolence they boast embitter the existence of 
their fellow being, because hia ideas of that Deity are different 
ftom those which they entertain? Alas! there is no consistency 
in those persecutors who worship a benevolent Deity ; those who 
worship a demon wonld alone act consonantly to these principles 
by imprisoning and torturing in his name. 

"Persecution is the only name applicable to punishment inflicted 
on an individual in consequence of his opinions. What end is 
persecution designed to answer ? Can it convince him whom it 
injures ? Can it prove to the people the falsehood of his opinions ? 
It may make fti'm a hypocrite, and rt^m cowards; but bad means 
can promote no good end. The unprejudiced mind looks with 
suspicion on a doctrine that needs the sustaining baud of power. 

" Socrates was poisoned because he dared to combat the degrad- 
ing superstitions in which his countrymen were educated. Not 
long after his deatl), Athens recognised the injustice of his sen- 
tence ; his accuser, Melitus, was condemned, and Socrates became 
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r depends from a, tbresd so feeble, arises out of a source so eqai- 
I Tocal,' kam at least bmuility; own at least that it is possible 
L Ibr thyself also to have been seduced by education and drcum- 
[ itsnce into the admiasion of tenets destitute of ratinnal proof, and 
I the truth of which has not yet been satisfactorily demonstrated. 
Acknowledge at least that the falsehood of thy brother's opinions 
sufficient reason for his meriting thy hatred. What! be- 
e a fellow being disputes the reasonableness of thy faith, wilt 
[ thou punish him withtorturc andimprisonment? If perBecution for 
[s opinions were admitted by the morahat, how wide a door 
' ironld nut be opened by which convuMonista of every kind might 
; inroads on the peace of society ! How many deeds of 
I -tnrharism and blood would not receive a sanction ! But I will 
i, if that man is not rather entitled to the respect than the 
' £fKonntenance of society, who, by disputing a received doctrine 
[ either proves its felsehood and inutility (thereby aiming at the 
r BboIi&Hi of what is fal^ and useless), or gives to its adherents an 
■ bpportunity of establishing ita exeellence and truth. Surely this 
Surely the individual who devotes his time 
' to fearless and unrestricted inquiry into the grand questions 
1 ■rising out of our moral nature ought rather to receive the 
I patronage, than encounter the vengeance, of an enhghtened 
I legislature. I would have you to know, my Lord, tbat fetters of 
f iron cannot bind or subdue the soul of virtue. From the damps 
[ solitude of its dungeon it ascends, free and undaunted, 
whither thine, from the pompous neat of judgment, dare not soar. 
I do not warn yon to beware lest your profession as a, Christian 
dnnld moke you forget that yon are a man ; bnt I warn you 
it festinating that period which, under the present coercive 
I ^Btem, is too rapidly maturing, when the seats of justice shall be 
L tiie seats of venality and alavishnesB, and the cells of Newgate 
[ liecome the abodes of all that is honourable and true. 

an not to compare Mr. Eaton with Socrates or Jesns ; he 

1 of blameless and respectable character ; he is a citizen 

d with crime ; if, therefore, his rights as a citizen and 

the weak 



* He has just been indiciiting what he regards i 
ants in the prooA of the ChiiBtian religion*— *£o. 
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a mftn have been infringed, they have been infringed by illegal 
and immoral violence. But I will assert that, should a eecond 
Jesue arise amoDg men, should such a one as Socmtea again en- 
lighten the earth, lengthened imprisonment aud infamous punish- 
ment (according to the regimen of persecution revived by your 
Lordship) would effect what hemlock and the cross have hereto- 
fore effected, and the stain on the national character, like that on 
Athens and Judca, would remain indelible, but by the destruction 
of the history in which it is recorded 

" The horrible and wide-wasting enormities, which gleam like 
comets through the darkness of Gothic and superstitious ages, are 
iregarded by the moralist as no more than the necessary effects of 
Jcnown causes ; but, when &n enlightened age and nation signalizes 
itself by a deed becoming none hut barbarians and fanatics, phi- 
losophy itself is even induced to doubt whether human nature 
will ever emerge from the pettishness and imbecility of its child- 
hood. The system of persecution, at whose new birth, you, my 
iiord, are one of the presiding midwives, is not more impotent and 
wicked than inconsistent. The press is loaded with what are 
called (ironically, I should conceive) proofs of the Christian reU- 
gion : these books are replete with invective and calumny against 
infidels; they presuppose that he who rejects Christianity must 
be utterly divested of reason and feeling ; they advance the most 
unsupported assertions, and take as first principles the most revolt- 
ing dogmas. The inferences drawn from these assumed premises 
are imposingly' logical and correct; but, if a foundation is weak, 
no architect is needed to foretell the instability of the superstruc- 
ture. If the truth of Christianity is not disputable, for what 
purpose are these books written ? If there are sufficient to prove 
it, what further need of controversy ? . . . . 

" Let us suppose that some half-witted philosopher should assert 
that the earth was the centre of the universe, or that ideas could 
enter the human mind independently of sensation or reflection. 
This man would assert what ia demonstrably incorrect ; he would 
promulgate a faise opinion. Yet, would he thercibre deserve 
pillory and iraprisonmeiit ? By no means ; probably few would 
discharge more correctly the duties of a citizen and a man. I 
admit that the case above stated is not precisely in point. The 
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thinking part of the community has not received as indisputahle 
the truth of Christianity, as they have that of the Newtonian 
system. A very large portion of society, and that powerfully and 
extensively connected, derives its sole emolument from the belief 
of Christianity as a popular faith. 

*' To torture and imprison the asserter of a dogma, however 
ridiculous and false, is highly barbarous and impolitic. How, 
then, does not the cruelty of persecution become aggravated when 
it is directed against the opposer of an opinion yet under dispute, 
and which men of unrivalled acquirements, penetrating genius, 
and stainless virtue, have spent, and at last sacrificed, their lives in 
combating ! 

*' The time is rapidly approaching — ^I hope that you, my Lord, 
may live to behold its arrival — ^when the Mahometan, the Jew, the 
Christian, the Deist, and the Atheist, will live together in one 
community, equally sharing the benefits which arise from its 
association, and united in the bonds of charity and brotherly love. 
My Lord, you have condenmed an innocent man : no crime was 
imputed to him, and you sentenced him to torture and imprison- 
ment. I have not addressed this letter to you with the hope of 
convincing you that you have acted wrong. The most unprin- 
cipled and barbarous of men are not unprepared with sophisms to 
prove that they would have acted in no other manner, and to show 
that vice is virtue. But I raise my solitary voice, to express my 
disapprobation, so far as it goes, of the cruel and unjust sentence 
you passed upon Mr. Eaton — to assert, so far as I am capable of 
influencing, those rights of humanity which you have wantonly 
and unlawfully in&inged. 

" My Lord, yours," &c. 
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CHAPTER V. 



LITEBAET CORRESPONDENCE: 1812. 



In the solitude of Lymoutli, Slielley read much, pro- 
jected many works, and addressed several letters on 
literary aud social topics to liis friends. These letters 
will for the most part speak for themselves, ajid will 
nnfold, to a certain extent in an autobiographical form, 
some of the ensuing phases of the poet's life. The 
first of them is addressed to Mr. Thomas Hookham, 
of Old Bond Street, a valued friend of Shelley; and 
runs as follows : — 

"Dbax Sib, Lymoulh, Bwiataple, Aug. ISM, 1812. 

" YocB parcel arrived last night, for which I am much 
ohl^d- Before I advert to any other topic, I will explain the 
contents of mine in which this is enclosed. In the first place, I 
send yaa fifly copiea of the Letter [to Lord Ellenho rough]. 
I send you a copy of a work which I have procured from America, 
and which I am exceedingly anxious should be published. It 
developes, as you will perceive by the most superficial reading, 
the actual state of repuhlicanized Ireland, and appears to me, 
above all thinga, calculated to remove the prcjudieea which have 
too long been cherished of that oppressed country. I enclose also 
two pamphlets which I printed and distributed whilst in Ireland 
some months ago (no bookseller daring to publish them). They 
on that account attended with only partial success, and I 
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finqaest your opinion as to the prabable result of publishing them 

I with the nnn p-nprl EuggestioDs in one pamphlet, nith an explana- 

L tory preface, in London. They would find their way to Dubhn. 

" You confer on me an obligation, and involve a high compli- 

, by your advice. I shall, if possible, prepare a volume of 

s, moral and rdigioua, by November; but, all my MSS. now 

in Dublin, and from peculiar circmnstauces not immediately 

lable, I do not know whether I can. I enclose also, by way 

f specimen, all that I hiivo written of a litlle poem begun since 

y nrrival in England. I conceive I hare matter enough for six 

rnore cantos. You will perceive that I hare not attempted to 

F Innper my constitutional euthusiasui in that {>ucm. Indeed, a poem 

I il safe ; the iron-souled Attorney -General would scarcely dare to 

I •Hack [it]. The Past, the Present, and the Future, are the grand 

i comprehensive topics of this poem. I hare not yet half 

bausted the second of them.* 

" I Bhall take the liberty of retaining the two poema which you 

s Bent me (Mr. Pcacock'sJ, and only regret that my powera 

10 circumscribed as to prevent me Irom becoming extensivelj' 

to your friend. The poems abound with a geniua, an infor- 

I, the power aiid extent of which I admire, in proportion as 

:nt the object of their application. Mr. Peacock conceives 

snunercc is prosperity; that the glory of the British flag is 

le bappineBB of the British people ; that George HL, so far from 

MTing been a warrior aiul a tyrant, has been a patriot. To me 

it Bppears otherwise ; and I have rigidly accustomed myself not 

II be seduced by the loveUest eloquence or the sweetest strains 

B regard with intellectual toleration that which ought not to be 

I tolerated by those who love liberty, truth, and virtue. I uieaa 

y that Mr. Peacock does not love them; but I mean to 

y that he regards those means [as] instrumental to their pro- 

, which I regard [iis] instrumental to their destructiou, 

e Geniiii of the Thames, pp. 24, 26, 28, 76, 98.) At the same 

^ I am free to say that the poem appears to be far beyond 

diocrity in genius and versification, and the conclusion of 

inpra the finest piece of poetry I ever read. I have not had 

* Tlie poem here alluded to is (I couceire) Qaetn Mab. — Ed. 
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time to read the Philomphij of Melaiicholy, and of course am only 
half acquainted with that genius and those powers whoee appli- 
cation 1 should consider myself lash and ini|>ertiacnt in criticieing, 
did 1 not conceiTe that frankness and justice demand it. 

"I should esteem it as a favour if you would present the 
endoBed letter to the Chevalier Lawrence. I have read hia 
Empire of the Nairs ,■ nay, have it. Perfectly and decidedly do I 
subscribe to the truth of the principles which it is designed to 
establish. 

" I hope you will excuse, nay, and doubt not but you will, the 
frankness I hare used. Characters of our liberality are so 
wondrous rare, that the sooner they know each other, and the 
tbilei and more complete that knowledge is, the better. 
" Dear Sir, permit me to remain 

" Yours, very truly, 

"Pbecy E. Sheluet." 

"I am about translating aa old French work, professedly by 
M. Mirabaud — not the famous one — La Si/steme de la Nature. 
Do you know anything of it ? 

" To T. HootOmm, Esq., SoJtd Street, London." 

Although by this time several letters had passed 
between Shelley and Godwin, they had never met The 
former therefore addressed to the latter a warm invi- 
tation to pay him and his wife a rural visit at their 
cottage, where, in the perusal of ancient autliors, and 
the interchange of discourse on high social themes, they 
might become personally acquainted. Godwin, however, 
did not go immediately to Lymouth ; and, in a letter 
dated July 7th, 1812, Shelley declines to press the in- 
vitation, because, as hia wife suggested to him, theii- 
wished-for guest was at that time in delicate health, and 
their rooms " were complete servants' rooms." Allusion 
ia made in the same letter to the Shelleys going up to 
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indon, and living with the Godwins. On tlie 18tli of 
^teniber, the author of Political Justice unexpectedly 
rrived at Lymouth — only to find that the yotmg couple 
had left since August Slst. This must have been a 
great vexation to Godwin ; for, in a communication to 
his wife, written from Bristol, previous to embarking 
for Devonshire, he speaks of Shelley as " the young 
man who has so greatly excited my curiosity." A sub- 
sequent letter to Mrs, Godwin gives the details of the 
misadventure. 

" Lyraouth, Valley af Sioaes, 
"My DE4B Love, Sept. Wh, 1812. 

" The Shelleys are gone ! hive been gone these three weehB. 
I hope you liear this first from me ; 1 dread leat every day may 
have brought you a letter from them, conveying this atrange 
intelli^eDce. I know you would conjure up a thousand frightful 
ideas of my situation, under this disappointment. I Lave myself 
a diapositioQ to take quietly any evil, when it can no longer be 
avoided, when it ceases to be attended with uncertainty, and wben 
I can already compute the amount of it. I heard this news 
instantly an my arrival at this place, and therefore walked imme- 
diately (that is, as soon as I had dined) to tbe Valley of Stones, 
that, if I could not have wha.t was gone away, 1 might at least 
not &il to visit what remained. 

" You advise me to return by sea. I thank you a thousand 
times for your kind and considerate motive in this; but certainly 
nothing more repulsive conld he proposed to me at this moment 
than a return by sea. I left Bristol at one o'clock on Wednesday, 
and arrived here at four o'clock on Friday (yesterday), after a 
passage of fifty-one hours. We had fourteen passengers, and only 
four berths ; therefore, I lay do*vn only once for a few hours. We 
had veiy little wind, and accordinglyregularlj tided it for six hours, 
and lay at anchor for six, till we reached this place. This place is 
fifteen aules short of Ilfntcombc. If the captain, after great 
entreaty from the mate and one of bis passengers (for I cannot 
entreat for such things), [had not] lent me liis own boat to put me 
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sshore, I reallj tbink I should Iiftvc died with eaniu. We 
anchored, WedDcaday night, somewhere within sight of the 
Hohnes (small ibIiukIs, so called, in the Bristol Channel). The 
oext Dight we cFune within eight of Minchcod ; but the erening 
aet in with an alarming congregation of black clouds, the tea 
rolled Tehemently without a wind (a phenomenon, which is said 
to portend a storm), and the captain, in a fright, put over to 
Penarth, near Cardiff, on the coast of Wales, and even told us 
that he should put us ashore there for the night. At Penarth, he 
said, there was but one bouse ; but it had a fine lai^e bam 
annexed to it; capable of accoicuuodating us alL This was a cruet 
reverse to me and my fellow passengers, who had never doubted 
that we should reach the end of our voyage some time in the 
second day. By the time, however, we had made the Welsh 
Coast, the frightful symptoms disappeared, the night became clear 
and serene, and I landed here happily— that is, without further 
accident — the next day. These are small events to persons accus- 
tomed to a suafariiig life, but they were not small to me ; and 
you will allow that they were not much mitigated by the elegant 
and agreeable accommodations of our crazed i essel. I was not 
decisively sea-sick ; but bad qualmish and discomforting sensations 
from the time we left the Bristol river, particularly after having 
lain down a few hours on Wednesday night. 

" Since writing the above, I have been to the bouse where 
Shelley lodged, and I bring gciod news. I saw the woman of the 
house, and I was delighted with her. She is a good creature, and 
quite loved the ShelleyB. They lived here nine weeks and three 
days. They went away in a great hurry, and in debt to her and 
two more. They gave her a, draft upon the Honourable Mr. 
Lawleys, brother to Lord Cloncurry, and they borrowed of her 
twenty-nine shillings, beside 31, that she got for them from a 
neighbour, all of which they feitbfully returned when they got to 
lUhicombe, the people not choosing to change a bunk-note which 
had been cut in half for safety in sending it by the post.* Bat 
the best news is, that the woman says they will be in London in a 
forbught. This quite comlbrts my heart." 




They had receired only the half, — Ed. 
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In the restlessness of his disposition, Shelley had 
proceeded to Tanjralt, Caeniarvonshire, where he 
hired a cottage belonging to a Mr. Maddos. Thid 
gentleman had reclaimed several thousand acres from 
the sea ; but the embanianent proved insufficient during 
au unusually high tide. The poor cottagers livuig on 
this hazardous land were thrown into great distress by 
the incursions of the sea consequent on the breaches 
made in the earthworks ; and Shelley now exhibited a 
remarkable proof of that noble munificence which was 
one of the moat striking features of his character. He 
personally solicited subscriptions from the gentlemen of 
the neighbourhood, and himself headed the list with a 
donation of 500L, though his means, as the reader has 
seen, were small. But he did not allow his zeal to stop 
even here ; for, accompanied by his wife, he hurried up 
to London, to obtain furthei- succour. lie was finally 
successful in his efforts : the embankment was repaired 
and strengthened, and the inhabitants were protected 
from future risk. 

During his visit to London, Shelley made the personal 
acquaintance of Godwin, with whom he hved for a 
time ; and to tlie philosopher's daughter Fanny he ad- 
dressed the subjoined letter, after having rather abruptly 
left their house : — 

" I>E4« Farkt, Dec. lOth, 1812. 

" So you do not know whether it is proper to write to me ? 
Now, one of the mott conEpicnoua connderations that arise from 
such a topic is— who and what am I ? I am one of those ibnni- 
dable and long-clawed aiiima!? called a man, and it ia not until I 
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have assured you that I a 
species, that I live on vegel 
born, that I venture to obtn 
he i'eriaus. 
much expli 
may put to 



e of the moat inoffenaive oi 



e myself o 






Butt! 



I shall feel much satisfaction in repij-ing, with a 



I as my nature is capable of^ to any qucatious you 
I know that, I have ia some degree forfeited a 
direct claim to your confidence and credit, and that of your 
inestimahle circle ; but, if yon will believe me as much a« you can, 
I will be aa sincere as 1 can. I certainly am convinced that, nith 
the exception of one or two isolated instances, I am so far from 
being an insincere man, that my plainness baa occasionally given 
offence, and caused some to accuse me of being defective in that 
urbanity and toleration which is supposed to be due to society. 
Allow me, in the absence of the topics which are eventually to be 
discussed between us, to assume the privilege you have claimed, 
and ask a question. How is Harriet a flne lady ? You indirectly 
accuse her in your letter of this offence — to me the most unpar- 
donable of all. The ease and simplicity of her habits, the unas- 
suming plainness of her address, the uncalculated connection of 
her thought and speech, have ever formed, in my eyes, her greatest 
charms ; and none of these are compatible with fashionable Ufe, 
or the attempted assumption of its vulgar and noiey ^lat. Tou 
have a prejudice to contend with in making me a convert to this 
last opinion of yours, which, so long as I have a living and daily 
witness to its futility before me, I fear will be insurmountable. 
The second accusation (the abruptness of our departure) has more 
foundation, though in its spirit it is not less false and futile than 
the first. It must indeed, I confess it, have appeared insensible 
and unfeeling ; it must Lave appeared an ill return for all the kind 
greetings we had received at jour house, to leave it in haste and 
coldness — to leave even the enlightened and zealous benevolence 
of Godwin ever [active] for good, and never deterred or dis- 
couraged in schemes for rectifying our perplexed affairs— to hid 
not one adieu to one of you ; but, had you been placed in a 
situation where you might justly have balanced all our embarrass- 
ments, qualms, and fluctuations, had seen the opposite motives 
combating in onr minds for mastery, had felt some tithe of the 
pain with which at length we aubmttted to a galling yet unsppeal- 
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able necessity, you would have sympathized rather than con- 
demned, have pitied rather than criminated, us imheard. Say the 
truth : did not a sense of the injustice of our supposed unkindness 
add some point to the sarcasms which we found occasionally in 
your last letter ? . . . 

**If all my laughs were not dreadful, Sardonic grins, disgraceful 
to the most hideous of Cheshire cats, I should certainly laugh at 
two things in your last letter. The one is, " not knowing whether 
it is proper to write to me," lest — God knows what might happen ; 
and the other is, comparing our movement to that of a modem 
novel. Now a novel (modem or ancient) never moves but as the 
reader moves, and I, being a reader, if I take up one of these 
similitudes of our progress, never can get beyond the third line in 
the second page ; therefore, you ought rather to have compared a 
novel to a snail than to us. 

*' Now, my dear Fanny, do not be angry at either my laughs, 
my criticisms, or my queries. They proceed from levity, my proper 
view of things, and my desire of setting them before you in what 
I consider a right light. 

'* Your questions shall be answered with precision ; and, if hope 
in my quality as a man be not too tremendous, I shall acquire from 
the result an interesting and valuable correspondent. 

" With much esteem, your true friend, 

*' To Miss Fanny Godwin. " P. B. Shellet.** 

The following letter of literary advice from Godwin 
to Shelley possesses great interest : — 

*' My dbab Sheixbt, Dec. 10th, 1812. 

" I SIT down the sooner to answer your very kind and excel- 
lent letter, because, if you are really desirous to make an experi- 
ment of a plan of my recommending, it would be unfair and 
unjust in me to withhold the information you ask. 

" The light in which I should wish every man, every young man 
in particular, to consider the study of history, is as a means of 
becoming acquainted with whatever of noble, usefril, generous, and 
admirable, human nature is capable of designing and performing. 
To see all this illustrated by examples carrying it directly into 
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act, i9, perbape, superior to all the theories and spcculatioDs that 
caa possibly be formed. History, in ita most comprehensivL: 
sense, is a detail of all that man has done ia solitude or ia society, 
so far as it canbe rendered matter of record. It is our own fiiult, 
therefore, if we do not select and dwell upon the best. This is ao 
much matter of feeling among all who read history, that it is uni- 
versally agreed that, neit to the history of our own countiy, the 
histories of Greece and Rome most deserve to be ntudied. Why ? 
Itccause in them the achievements of the human species have been 
most admirable: in Rome, in high moral and social qualities; in 
Greece, both in them, and also in literature and art. 

" The just nay of criticinog roan, in my opinion, is analogous to 
the right way of criticising works of literature and art. When 
you talk tu me of Milton and Shakapeare, I should begin with 
saying : Let us set tbeir faults out of our view ; not that they are 
never to be conadercd, but that this makes no part of what in 
most peculiar in tbcra. Faults are like paper and ink ; no book 
can exist without them ; but they have nothing to do, in the first 
instance, with deciding upon the merits of an author. Put a new 
book into my hands, and the first question 1 shall ask you, if I 
question you wisely, is : What are its excellencies ? Does it ex- 
hibit any grand views ? Does it contain any beautifnl passages? 
Here all the good and all the honour lies. Just so is man. I am 
bound first to examine whether there were really great and high 
qualities in Cato, in Regulua, in Brutus, in Solon, in Themistocles ; 
and when I have made my very heart familiar with the conception 
of these, I will then proceed, if yoa like, to the examination of 
those defects by which they were allied to the weakness and 
errors of our common nature. A true student is a man seated in 
his chair, and surrounded with a sort of intrenohment and breast- 
work of books. It is for boarding-school misses to read one book 
at a time. Particularly when I am sifting out facts, either of 
science or history, I must place myself in the situation of a man 
making a book, rather than reading books. When I have studied 
the Grecian history in Ilomer, ia Herodotus, Thueydides, Xeno- 
phon, and Plutarch, together with those of the moderns that are 
most capable, or most elaborate, in unfolding or appreciating the 
materials the ancienta have left us, I shall then begiu to know 
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what Greece n-aa. I need not, of conrae, mention how superior 
is the information and representation of conteraporariea to those 
who come afterwards and write their stories over again. The 
compilers are a sort of middle class between the real authors and 
the makers of dictionaries. True reading is investigation^ — not a 
passive reception of what our author gives us, but an active 
inquiry, appreciation, and digestion of his subject. 

" Yet there is a certain difficulty in this. We ought first to take 
a comprehensive survey of every subject, and a private view of 
every author who, for his own merits, is worth onr studying. 
Hence it follows that there are vajious processes to he successively 
performed by him who would master the history of any one 
conntry or memorable period; and hence it appears (what has 
been observed in various forms by many writers) that it is almost 
impossible for any man to get fully to the end of any subject. 
There is another rule, that, both from experience and reason, I 
should strongly recommend to any one desirous of becoming a 
student, and that is, to have three or four different studies for 
different parts of the day, or, if you will, to be taken up in a sort 
of rotation in each day. Such a plan adds wonderfully to the 
stimulus moving us, and to the progress actually made. I have 
for the greater part of my life read at least for one hour a day in 
some Greek, and for one hour in some Latin, author ; and I am 
sure I have done twice as much as I should have done in any 
other way of proceeding. 

'■You ask me concerning some of our elder writers, and I will 
therefore \ery briefly mention a few. I observed to you that 
Shakspeare had raany contemporary dramatists, any one of which 
woiJd have done for almost the best man of any other age. Such 
were Ben Jonson, Beaumont and Fletcher, Webster, Ford, 
Dekker, Heywood, and Masaioger, Then what illustrious poets 
had those times in Spenser, Drayton, and Daniel ! not to mention 
the minor poets (I mean in quantity), snch as Davies and Donne. 
Chapman's Ilomcr has infinitely more fire than any other transiti' 
tion I have ever read. He was thoronghly invested and pene- 
trated with the sacredness of the poetic character. 

" To proceed from poetry to jirose. Shakspeare, Bacon, and 
MIton are the three greatest contemplative characters that this 
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island has produced. Therefore, lis I put Sbakspeare and Milton 
at the head of our poetry, I put Bacon and Milton at ilie head of 
our prose. Yet what astonishing prose wTJtera had ive in Sir 
Thomas Browne and Jeremy Taylor ! not to mention two others, 
only inferior to them, Rohert Burton and Ljobc Walton. Hohbea 
and Sbelton, also, as prose translators, may almost rank with 
Chapman in verse. 

"Thoae were the timea when authors thought. Every line is 
pregnant with sense, and the reader is inevitably put to the ex- 
pense of thinking likewise. The writers were richly Ihmished 
with conception, imagination, and feeling ; and out of the abund- 
ance of their hearts flowed the lucubrations they committed to 
paper. You have what appears to me a false taste in poetry. Yon 
love a perpetual sparkle and glittering, such as arc to be found in 
Darwin, and Southey, and Scott, and Campbell." 

Some light is thrown on the peculiar literary tastes 
and antipathies of Shelley by a letter wliich he wrote 
about this time to Mr. Hookbam, commissioning tliat 
gentleman to pui-cbase certain books for him. The 
disgust of history here confessed has probably been 
shared by all minds whicb have longed for a state of 
ideal perfection ; but the young student resolved to 
follow the advice of bis self-chosen guide, whose words 
the reader has just pemsed. 

"Mr DEAR Sir, Tamjralt, Dec. J7lli, 1812. 

" Yon will receive the biblical Extracts' in a day or two 
by the twopenny post. I confide them to the care of a person 
going to London. Would not Daniel J. Eaton publish them? 
Conld the question be asked him in any manner 'i 

" I am also preparing a volume of minor poems, respecting whose 
publication I shall request your judgment, both as publisher and 
friend. A very obvious question would be — Will they sell or 
not ? Subjoined is a hst of books which I wish you to send rae 




This work haa ne^er been pubtished. — 
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very soon. I am determined to apply myself to a study that is 
hateful and disgusting to my very soul, but which is, above all 
studies, necessary for him who would be listened to as a mender 
of antiquated abuses. I mean that record of crimes and miseries, 
History. You see that the metaphysical works to which my 
heart hankers are not numerous in this list. One thing will you 
take care of for me ? that those standard and respectable works 
on history, &c., be of the cheapest possible editions. With respect 
to metaphysical works, I am less scrupulous. 

'' Spinoza you may or may not be able to obtain. Kant is trans- 
lated into Latin by some Englishman. I would prefer that the 
Greek classics should have Latin or English versions printed 
opposite. K not to be obtained thus, they must be sent other- 
wise. 

" ]VIrs. Shelley is attacking Latin with considerable resolution^ 
and can already read many odes in Horace. She unites with her 
sister and myself in best wishes to yourself and brother. 

** Your very sincere friend, 

" T. Hookham, Esq^ " P. B. Shbllbt.' 

" 15, Bond Street^ London.^ 
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CHAPTER VI. 



POETICAL LABOURS AND DOMESTIC SOEHOWS. 



The poetical element in Shelley's nature — that faculty 
by which we mauily know liim, though he himself con- 
ceived it to be secondary to his love ol' logic aad meta- 
physics — was now beginning to develop itself more 
fully and systematically than it had yet done. That 
he must have felt an intense pleasure in the gradual 
unfolding of that gorgeous imagmation which afterwards 
produced so many images of almost supernatural loveli- 
ness, cannot be doubted ; but, at the same time, liis keen, 
critical perceptions detected with remarkable accuracy 
the faults of his early productions. In writing to Mr. 
Hookham, during the January of 1813, he says : — " My 
poems will, I fear, little stand the criticism even of 
friendship. Some of the later ones" (it shonld be 
recollected that these " later ones" must now be regarded 
as among the early fruit) " have the merit of conveying 
a meaning in every word, and all are faitliful pictures 
of my feelings at the time of writing them ; but they 
are in a great measure obscure. One fault tliey are 
indisputably exempt from — that of being a volume of 
fiuhionable literature, 1 doubt not but your fiiendly 
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md will clip the wings of my Pegasus considerably." 
■The early poems of Shelley, however, showed nothing 
I more than the faults incidental to all young writers ; and 
I from the midst of their greatest obscurities issued a golden 
I dawn of promise. 

But the pursuits of art were always cheei-fiilly aban- 

ioned by the poet when any occasion arose for the 

B.«xercise of his philanthropy, or whenever he concoived 

B^mself called upon to vindicate and support an oppressed 

sUow-struggler for liberty and justice. In the year 
|1813, one of a series of Government prosecutions of tlie 
mJSxaminer newspaper, for speaking with more freedom 

1 political topics than rulers at that time would tolerate, 

Banded in the conviction of Messrs. John and Leigh Hunt, 

who were sentenced to two years' impriaoument, and 

indenmed to pay a fine of 1,000^. Hereupon, Shelley 
I $rrote fi-om Tanyralt, as follows, to Mr. Hookham: — 

"Mt dba« Srm, February, 1813. 

"I Au boiling with indignation at the horrible injustice 
and tjrannj of the sentence pronounced on Hunt and his brother ; 
and it is on this Buhject that I write to you. Surely the seal of 
abjectneas and Blavery is indelibly stamped upon the character 
of England. 

" Although I do not retract in the slightest degree my wish for 
a Bubscription for the widows and children of those poor men 
hung at York, yet this 1,000(. which the Hunts are sentenced to 
pay is an aifair of more consequence. Hunt ia a brave, a good, 
and an enlightened man. Surely the public, for whom Hunt 
has done so much, will repay in part the great debt of obligation 
which they owe (he champion of their Uberties and virtues ; or 
are they dead, cold, Btone-hearted, and insensible — brutalized by 
centuries of unremitting bondage ? However that may be, they 
I surely may be excited into some slight acknowledgment of his 
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merits. Whilst hundreds of tbausanda axe sent to the tj-rantK 
of Eussia, he pinca in a dtiogcon, far from all that can make 
life desked. 

" Well, I am rather poor at present ; but I have 201. which is not 
immediately 'wanted. Fray, begin a subscription for the Hunts ; 
put down my name for that sum, and, when I hear that you have 
complied with my request, 1 will send it you.* Now, if there 
are any difficulties in the way of this scheme of ours, for the love 
of liberty and Tirtue, overcome them. Oh ! that 1 might wallow 
for one ni^t in the Bank of England I 

" Queen Mab is finished and transcribed. I am now preparing 
the notes, which shall be long and philosophical. You will receive 
it with the other poem?. 1 think that the whole should form one 
Tolnme ; hut of that we can speak herealler. 

"As to the French Enq/dopedie, it is a hook -which I am 
desirous — very desirous — of possessing; and, if yon could get me 
a few monlha' credit (being at present rather low in cash), I 
should very much desire to have it. 

" My dear sir, eicuae the earnestness of the first part of my 
letter. I feel warmly on this subject, and I flatter myself that, so 
long as yovi own independence and liberty remain uncom promised, 
you axe inclined to second ray desires. 

" Your very sincere friend, 

"P. B. Sheu-bv." 

"P. S. — If no other way can be devised for this subscription, 
■will you take the trouble on yourself of writing an appropriate 
advertisement for the papers, inserting, by way of stimulant, my 
subscription ? 

" On second thoughts, I enclose the 201." 

According to Mrs. Shelley, in the collected edition of 
her husband's works, and to the poet himself, as we shall 

• The Hunts, with a noble magnanimiiy, for which they long 
suffered in a worldly point of view, liowevec great might have been 
the reward of their own eonsciencea, refused to accept any BUbscrip- 
iion, public or private, and paid the fine eolirely out of tlieir own 
pockets. — En. 
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loiiJy see, tbe latter was eighteen when lie wrote 
1 Mab; but it would appear from the foregoing 
; was at least not completed before he was in his 
(ffenty-firat year. He never published it (though at first 
s designed to do so), but distributed copies amongst his 
ptiends. In 1821, however, when Shelley was in Italy, 
\i edition was surreptitiously issued ; on which its author 
^plied to Chancery for au injunction to restrain the sale. 
In addressing the Examiner (under date June 22nd) on 
the subject, he thus spoke of the chief composition of 
his youth : — 

" A poem, entitled Queen Mob, was written by me 
^ the age of eighteen — I dare say, in a sufficiently intern- i 
'■^lerate spirit. I have not seen this production for several 
years : I doubt not but that it is perfectly ivorthless ' 
in point of literary composition ; and tliat, in all that 
concerns moral and poHticai speculation, as well as in 
the subtler discriminations of metaphysical and reli^ous 
docti'ine, it is still more crude and immatnre. I am 
a devoted enemy to rehgious, political, and domestic i 
oppression ; and I regret this publication, not so much | 
from literary vanity, as because I fear it is better fitted ' 
to injure than to serve the sacred cause of freedom." ' 
And in a letter to his publisher, Mr. OUier, dated 
June 11th, 1821, he uses almost the same words, and 
speaks of the poem aa " villanous ti'ash " — in which 
sweeping condemnation, however, many readers will 
disagree with him. He continues : — " In the name of 
poetry, and as you are a bookaellei- (you observe the 
vCtrength of these conjurations), pray, ^ve all manner 
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of publicity to my disapprobation of this publication ; in 
fact, protest for me in an advertisement in the strongest 
terniH. I ought to say, however, that I am obliged to 
this piratical fellow in one respect ; that he has omitted, 
with a dehcacy for which I thank him heartily, a foolish 
dedication to my late wife, the publication of which 
would have annoyed me, and indeed is the only part 
of the business that could seriously have annoyed nie, 
although it is my duty to protest against the whole. 
1 have written to my attorney to do what he can to 
suppress it, although I fear that, after the precedent of 
Southey, there is little probability of an injunction being 
granted." The "fear" here expressed proved to be 
well based. The law gives no protection to a heretical 
book, and in fact refuses to acknowledge it, except as 
the object of a prosecution; and so the Court of 
Chancery connived at the sale of a work, the opinions 
of which it held to be pernicious. 

The more exalted Platonical speculations of his later 
life naturally made Shelley discontented with the some- 
what cold, though qualified, materialism of Queen Mab. 
But it is a mistake to describe that poem as utterly 
atheistical in its tendency. It is rather pantheistical, 
since, while it rejects the hypothesis of a creative Grod, 
it affirms the existence of " a pervading Spirit, co- 
eternal with the universe." Passages might be quoted 
from it, full of deep yet modest piety, as regarded from 
the author's point of view — a point which must be 
conceded to the believers in any creed. The involun- 
tary tendency of a po?t to recognise spiritual existences 
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mstantly breaks forth, and peoples tlie world witli 

jTairies a]id Genii. The immortality of the soul, and 

leotial difference from the body, are likewise 

I acknowlcdged^nay, even passionately enforced. But, 

I imdoubtedly, the poem and the notes are anj'thing but 

I BTthodox. Shelley regarded the conventional religion as 

I gross, contradictory, and tending to oppression and 

[ cmelty ; and liistorj- supplied him with many dismal facts 

1 support of that view. He saw, moreover, that the 

[ Christianity of worldly-minded men is not sincere, — 

^lat tlieir practice is at war with their profession; and, 

so seeing, he spoke out with all the vehemence of youth. 

JFor publishing these bold comments on the popular 

faith, Mr. Moxon, as late as 1840, was prosecuted 

and convicted. As a literary production. Queen Mob 

will always possess interest, because of the vigorous 

indications it contains of an expanding genius, already 

haunted with images of splendour and with utterances 

of sonorous melody; but it cannot be denied that it 

sometimes betrays an adherence to that conventional 

style of poetry which was then passing away from our 

literature, and from which Shelley himself afterwards 

widely diverged. The notes eshibit a large extent of 

reading ; and, whatever may be thought of the doctrines 

enforced, no candid reader will refuse to admire the 

subtlety of reasoning and the mastery of style which 

are here evinced by a mere youth. 

At TanjT^t, as at all other places, Shelley's benevo- 
lence was in constant activity. The reader has already 
I how munificently it was exercised when the sea 
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broke througli the feeble barrier on wliich tlie safety 
of many of tlie poor cottagers depended ; but this, 
though the most conspicuous, was not tlio only instance. 
Mr, Maddox, in subsequent years, told Captain Medwin, 
a relative of tiie poet, and one of Ids biographers, tliat 
Shelley was constantly relieving the humble and neces- 
sitous, and that he would visit them in their homes, 
and supply them, during the bleak winter months, with 
food, clothes, and fnel. 

Yet this continual beneficence could not save Shelley 
from an attempt on his life, of a most atrocious and 
extraordinary kind ; for the facts will not allow us to 
hope that the horrible scene was the creation of an 
over-excited and almost morbidly-sensitive brain. It 
is true that there is something of a nightmare character 
in the incidents ; but the testimony of Mrs, Shelley 
gives the stamp of reaUty to the iiiFair, Miss West- 
brook was also in the house at the time, and often, in 
after years, related the circumstance as a frightful fact 
The details of this strange circumstance are given by 
Shelley and his wife in letters to Mr, Hookhara : — 

" Mv DEAR Sib, 

" I HAVE just eacaped an atrodous asaasgi nation. Oh ! aend 
rae 201., if you Lave it ! * You will perhaps hear of me no more. 

" PeBCT SKBrXET." 

• The incoherence of the few words here written by Shelley shows 
the agitated itate of his mind at the time. It would appear that, 
nfter sending off the 201. fbr the Hunt eubscription, he was in want 
of money. Hence the request to Mr. Houkiiam for a little temporary 
accoinnio[]ation, to enahle him to make the necessary removal from 
Tanyralt. 



POETICAL LABOURS AXD DOMESTIC SORKOWS. 57 

Pontscript by Mr». Shelky. 

"Mr. Shelley is ao dreadfully nervous to-day from having been 

p all night, that I am afraid what he hns written will alarm you 

"■■very much. We intend to leave this place as soon as possible, as 

is are not safe so long as we remain. It is no coiiunon 

robber we dread, but a person who is actuated by revenge, and 

I who threatens my life and my sister's as well. If you can send us 
the money, it will greatly add to our comfort. 
" Sir, I remain your sincere friend, 
" T. Hookham, Esq." " II. Shelley." 

, ^ 
bitti 
with 
grati: 



Mr. Hookham answered this letter by sending 
Edittance, which was thug acknowledged : — 



OEAB Friend, Bangor Ferry, March Hih, 1813. 

" In the first stage of our journey towards Dublin we met 
r^th your letter. How shall I express to you what I felt of 
gratitude, surprise, and pleasure — not so much that the remittance 
rescued us from a situation of peculiar perplexity, but that one 
there was, who, by disiateresCed and unhesitating confidence, made 
amends to our feelings, wounded by the suspicion, coldness, and 
Tillany of the world. If the discovery of truth be a pleasure of 
gjngular purity, how ftr surpassing is the discovery of virtue ! 

"I am now recovered from an illness brought on by watching, 
fatigue, and alarm; and we are proceeding to Dublin to dissipale 
the unpleasant impressions associated with the scene of our alarm. 
" We expect to be there on tlie 8th. You shall then hear the 
details of our distresses. The ball of the assassin's pistols (he 
fired at me twice) penetrated my night-gowu and pierced the 
wainscot. He is yet undiscovered, thougli not unsuspected, 39 you 
will leim from my nest. 

" Unless you knew us all more intimately, you cannot conceive 
with what fervour and sincerity my wife and sister join with me 
to you in gratitude and esteem. 

" Yours ever ftithfully and affectionately, 

'■ Pebcv B. Shei.t.et." 
"F.S. — Though overwhelmed by our own distresses, we are by 
i indifferent lo those of liberty and virtue. From the 
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tcDor of your letter I angur that you have applied the 20l. fsent ' 
to the benefit of the Hunts. I am sniiouB to hear further of the 
success of this experiment. My direction u — 3S, Great Cuffe 
Street, Oublia. By your kindness and generosity we are per- 
fectly relieved from all pecuniary difficidlies. We only wanted 
a little breathing time, which the rapidity of our persecutions was 
unwilling to allow us. We ahall readily repay the '20^. when I 
hear from my correspondent in London ; but when can I repay 
the friendship, the disinterestedness, and the zeal of your con- 
fidence ? 

" T. Hookham, Esq.- 

The most complete account of the attack ia that con- 
tained in the following letter from Mrs, Shelley to 
Mr. Hookham: — 

" 35, Cnffe Street, Stephen's Gremi, IhiMia, 
"Mt dear Sra, March lUh [18J3]. 

" We arrived here last Tuesday, after a most tedious passage 
of forty hours, during the whole of which time we were dreadfully 
ill. 1 am afraid no diet will prevent us from the common lot of 
suffering when obliged to take a sea voyage. 

" Mr. 8, proniiaed you a recital of the horrible events that caused 
us to leave Wales. I have undertaken the task, as I wish to spare 
him, in the present nervous stale of his health, eveiything that 
con recal to his mind the horrors of that night. 

"On Friday night, the 26th of February, we retired to bed 
between ten and eleven o'clock. We had been in bed about half 
an hour, when Mr. S. heard a, noise proceeding from one of the 
parlours. He immediately went down-stairs with two pistols, 
which he had loaded that night, eixpecting to have occasion for 
them. He went into the billiard- room, where he beard footsteps 
retreating ; he followed into another little room, which was called 
au office. He there saw a man in the act of quitting the room 
through a glass-door which opened into the shrubbery. The man 
then fired at Mr. S., which he avoided. Byssbe then fired, but it 
flashed in the pan. The man then knocked Byssbe down, and 
they struggled on the ground. Bysshe then fired bis second pistol. 
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Jiich he thought wounded hira in the shoulder, as he ntlered a 
r jbriek and got up, when he said these words ; — " By God, I will 
1 be rerenged ! I will nmrder your wile ; I will ravish your sister t 
I 3y God, 1 will be revenged ! " He then fled — as we hoped, for the 
\ night. Our servants were not gone to bed, hut were just going, 
■ iVhen this horrible affair happened. This was about eleven 
Vtfelock, We all assembled in the parlour, where we remained for 
['two houra. Mr. S. then advised us to 
f Ale he would make a second attack. 

n-servant, wbo hsd only arrived that dav, and who knew 
I jlbthiag of the house, to nC up. I hod been iu bed three hours 
I -when I heard a pistol go off. I immediutely ran down-staira, 
■when I perceived that Byfishe's flannel gown had been shot 
thxoagh, and the window -curtain. Bysshe had sent Daniel to see 
what hour it was, when he heard a noise at the window. He 
went there, and a man thrust his nrm through the glass and lired 
at him. Thank Heaven ! the ball went through his gown, and 
he remained nnhurt. Mr. S. happened to stand sideways ; had he 
stood fronting, the ball must have killed him. Bysshe fired his 
I justol, but it would not go off^ he then aimed a blow at him with 

^^^ an old sword, which we found in the house. The assassin attempted 
^^^L to get the sword from him, and just as he was getting it away, 
^^^H San rushed into the room, when he made hia escape. 
^^^K " This was at four in the morniag. It had been a most dreadful 
^^^K aught; the wind was as loud as thunder, and the rain descended 
^^^^K "ia torrents. Nothing hax been heard of bun ; and wc have every 
^^^^t Mason to believe it was no stranger, as there is a man of the name 
^^^B -of Leeson, who, the next morning that it happened, went and told 
F the shopkeepers of Tremadoc that it was a tale of Mr. Shelley's 

to impose upon them, that he might leave the country without 
I paying his bills. This they believed, and none of them attempted 

to do anything towards his discovery. 

" We left Tanyralt on Saturday, and stayed, till everything was 
ready for our leaving the place, at the Solicitor- General of the 
county's house, who lived seven miles from us. This Mr. Leeson 
had been heard to say that he was determined to drive us out of 
tbe country. He once happened to get hold of a little pamphlet 
"wluch Mr. S. had printed in Dublin ; this he sent up to Govern- 
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meiit. In fact, he was for ever saying Bomething agaiast ns, 
and that because we were detennincd not to admit him to our 
house, because we had heard his character, and from many acts of 
his we found that he was malignant to the greatest degree, and 

"The pleasure we esperienced on reading your letter you may 
conceive, at the time when every one seemed to be plotting 
sgainst us. 

" Pardon me if I wound your feelings by dwelling on this subject. 
Your conduct has made a deep impression upon our minds, which 
no length of time can erase. Would that all mankind were like 
thee ! " 

After a short residence in Dublin, and a tour to the 
Lakes of IGllamey, the Shelleys returned to Loudon in 
May, 1813, and remained there until after the confine- 
ment of jVIrs. Shelley, who eai-ly in the summer gave 
birth to a daughter, afterwards christened lauthe Eliza. 

Mr. Peacock, one of the poet's most intimate friends 
at that time, has recently given in Frasei-'s Magazine an 
interesting account of Shelley's way of pleasing his 
infant 

" He was extremely fond of his child," says Mr. Pea- 
cock, " and would walk up and dovpn a room with it in 
his arms for a long time together, singing to it a mono- 
tonous melody of his own mating, which ran on the 
repetition of a word of hia own coining. His song was 
— ' Yahmani, yahraani, yahmaui, ydhmani ! ' It did not 
please me, but, what was more important, it pleased the 
child, and lulled it when it was fretful. Shelley was 
extremely fond of his children. He was pre-eminently 
an affectionate father. But to this first-bom there were 
accompaniments which did not please him. The child 
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had a wet-nnrse whom he did not like^ and was much 
looked after by his wife's sister^ whom he intensely dis- 
liked. I have often thought that^ if Harriet had nursed 
her own child^ and if this sister had not lived with them, 
the link of their married love would not have been so 
readily broken." 

Shelley was now in severe pecuniary distress ; for he 
received nothing from his father beyond the stipulated 
200Z. a year, and he had not found it possible to raise 
money on his future expectations. For the purpose of 
economy he retired to a small cottage in Berkshire, 
which bore the lofty title of High Elms, and where, in 
the society of a few friends, varied by frequent visits to 
London, some months gUded by happily and quietly. . 

During this summer, Shelley paid a visit to Field 
Place, and his reception there is graphically told by a 
friend of the family (Captain Kennedy), who was then 
staying in the house:— 

^^ At this time I had not seen Shelley ; but the ser- 
vants, especially the old butler. Laker, had spoken of 
him to me. He seemed to have won the hearts of the 
whole household. Mrs. Shelley often spoke to me of 
her son; her heart yearned after him with all the fond- 
ness of a mother's love. It was during the absence of 
his father and the three youngest children that the 
natural desire of a mother to see her son induced her to 
propose that he should pay her a short visit. At this 
time he resided somewhere in the country with his first 
wife and their only childi lanthe. He walked from his 
house until within a very few miles of Field Place, when 
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a farmer gave him a seat in his travelliug cart. As he 
passed along, the farmer, ignorant of the quality of his 
companion, amused Bysahe with descriptions of the 
coimtry and its inhabitants. When Field Place came in 
sight, he told whose seat it was ; and, as the most remark- 
able incident connected ivith the family, that young 
Master Slielley seldom went to church. He arrived at 
Field Place exceedingly fatigued. I came there the fol- 
lowing morning to meet him. I foimd him with Ins 
mother and his two elder sisters in a small room off the 
drawing-room, which they had named Confusion HaU. 

" He received me with frankness and kindliness, as if he 
had known me from childliood, and at once won my 
heart. I fancy I see him now, as he sat by the window, 
and hear his voice, tlie tones of which impressed me with 
liis sincerity and simphcity. His resemblance to his 
sister Elizabeth was as striking as if they had been 
twins. His eyes were most expressive, his complexion 
beautifully fair, his featm-es exquisitely fine; his hair was 
dark, and no peculiar attention to its arrangement was 
manifest. In person he was slender and gentlemanlike, 
but inclined to stoop; his gait was decidedly not military. 
The general appearance indicated great delicacy of con- 
stitution. One would at once pronounce of hiin that he 
was something different from other men. There was an 
eameatueas in his manner, and such ^lerfect gentleness of 
breeding, and freedom from everytliing ardficial, as 
charmed every one. I never met a man who so imme- 
diately won upon me. 

" The generosity of Iiia disposition and ntter tinself- 
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3 imposed upon him the necessity of strict setf- 

in personal comforts. Consequently, he was 

i4>liged to be moat economical in his dress. He one day 

iked lis how we liked his coat, the only one he liad 

;ht with him. We said it was very nice ; it looked 

t|B if new. ' Well,' said he, ' it is an old black coat 

[•irhich I have had done up, and smartened with metal 

[ buttons and a velvet collar.' 

'' As it was not desirable that Byashe's preaence in the 

eountry should be known, we arranged that, walkiug 

, oat, he should wear my scarlet uniform, and that I should 

3 hia outer garments. So he donned the soldier's 

1, and sallied forth. His head was so remarkably 

Ijmall that, though mine be not large, the cap came 

|i4own over his eyes, the peak resting on bis nose, and it 

Ijfaad to be stuffed before it would fit him. His hat just 

Lstuck on the crown of my head. He certainly looked 

Llike anything but a soldier. The metamorphosis was 

I very amusuig; he enjoyed it much, and made himself 

b^rfectly at home in his unwonted garb. We gave him 

I the name of Captain Jones, nnder which name we used 

to talk of him afier his departure ; but, with all our 

care, Bysshe's visit could not be kept a secret. 

*' I chanced to mention the name of Sir James 
Macintosh, of whom he expressed the highest admira- 
I ■ lion. He told me Sir James was intimate with Godwin, 
to whom, he said, he owed everything; from whose book, 
Political Justice, he had derived all that was valuable in 
knowledge and virtue. He discoursed with elof[ueiice 
and enthusiasm ; but his views seemed to me exquisitely 
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metaphysical, and by no means clear, precise, or dcciiled. 
He told me that he had already read the Biblo four 
times. He was then only twenty yeai-s old,* He spoke 
of the Supreme Being as of infinite mercy and bene- 
volence. He disclosed no fixed views of spiritual things ; 
all seemed wild and fanciful. He said that he once 
thought the surrounding atmosphere was peopled with 
the spirits of the departed. He reasoned and spoke as a 
perfect gentleman, and treated my arguments, boy as I 
was (I had lately completed my sixteenth year), with as 
much consideration and respect as if I had been his equal 
in ability and attainments. 

" Shelley was one of the most sensitive of human 
beings ; he had a horror of taking life, and looked upon 
it as a crime. He read poetry with great emphasis and 
solemnity ; one evening he read aloud to us a translation 
of one of Goethe's poems, and at this day I think I hear 
him. In music he seemed to delight, as a medium of 
association; the tunes which had been favourites in boy- 
hood charmed him. There was one, which he played 
several times on the piano with one hand, wliich seemed 
to absorb him : it was an exceedingly simple air, which, 
I understand, his earliest love (Harriet Grove) was wont 
to play for him. He soon left us, and I never saw him 
afterwai-ds ; but I can never forget hun. It was ids last 
visit to Field Place. He was an amiatile, gentle feeing." 

Towards the close of 1813, estrangements, wliich 
for some time had been slowly growing between . 

* As this was in the sunimer of 1813, Shelley n 
nearly, if not quite, twenty-one. — E». 
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Mr. and Mrs. Shelley came to a crisis. Separation 
ensued ; and Mrs. Shelley returned to her father's house. 
Here she gave birth to her second child — a son, who died 
in 1826. 

The occurrences of this painM epoch in Shelley's 
life, and of the causes which led to them, I am spared 
from relating. In Mary Shelley's own words : — " This 
is not the time to relate the truth; and I should 
reject any colouring of the truth. No account of these 
events has ever been given at all approaching reality in 
their details, either as regards himself or others ; nor 
shall I further allude to them than to remark that the 
errors of action committed by a man as noble and 
generous as Shelley, may, as far as he only is concerned, 
be fearlessly avowed by those who loved him, in the firm 
conviction that, were they judged impartially, his cha- 
racter would stand in fairer and brighter light than that 
of any contemporary." 

Of those remaining who were intimate with Shelley 
at this time, each has given us a difierent version of this 
sad event, coloured by his own views and personal feel- 
ings. Evidently Shelley confided to none of these friends. 
We, who bear his name, and are of his family, have in our 
possession papers written by his own hand, which in after 
years may make flie story of his life complete, and which 
few now living, except Shelley's own children, have ever 
perused. 

One mistake which has gone forth to the world, we 
feel ourselves called upon positively to contradict 

Harriet's death has sometimes been ascribed to Shelley. 
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This is entirely false. There was no immediate con* 
nection whatever between her tragic end and any con- 
duct on the part of her husband. It is true^ however, 
that it was a permanent source of the deepest sorrow 
to him ; for never during all his after life did the dark 
shade depart which had fidlen on his gentle and sensitive 
nature from the self-iipught grave of the companion 
of his early youth. 



CHAPTER VII. 



KGLAND AND SWITZERLAND: JtlDQMENT OF THE 
t LORD CHANCELLOR: THE "REVOLT OF ISLAM." " 



I 



To the family of Godwin, Shelley had, from the 
period of his self-introduction at Keswick, been an 
object of interest ; and the acquaintanceship which had 
sprang up between them during the poet's occasional 
visits to London had grown into a cordial friendship. 
It was in the society and sympathy of the Godwins 
that Shelley sought and fonnd some relief in his present 
son'ow. He was still extremely young. His anguish, 
his isolation, hb difference from other men, his gifts of 
genius and eloquent enthusiasm, made a deep impression 
on Godwin's daughter Mary, now a girl of sixteen, who 
had been accustomed to hear Shelley spoken of as 
something rare and strange. To her, as they met 
one eventful day in St. Pancras Churchyard, by her 
mother's grave, Bysahe, in burning words, poured forth 
the tale of his wild past — how he had suffered, how he 
had been misled, and how, if supported by her love, 
he hoped in future years to enrol his name with the 
wise and good who had done battle for their fellow- 
r 2 
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mea, and been tme tlirougli all adverse storms to the 
cause of hmnanitj. 

Unhesitatingly, she placed her hand in Ms, and 
linked her fortune with his own ; and most truthfully, 
as the reniiunijig portions of tliese Memorials will prove, 
was the pledge of both redeemed. 

The theories in which the daughter of the authors of 
Political Justice and of the Mights of Womaii had been 
educated, spared her from any conflict between her 
duty and her affection. For she was the child of parents 
whose writings had had for their object to prove that 
marriage was one among the many institutions which a 
new era in the history of mankind was about to sweep 
away. By her father, whom she loved — hy the writings 
of her mothei', whom she had been taught to venerate — 
these doctrines had been rendered familiar to her mind. 
It was, tlierefore, natural that she should listen to the 
dictates of her own heart, and willingly unite her fate 
with one who was so worthy of her love. 

The short peace of 1814 having opened the Continent, 
they went abroad, and, having visited some of the most 
magnificent scenes of Switzerland, returned to England 
from Lucerne hy the Reuss and the Rhine. Tliis river- 
navigation enchanted Shelley. He was never so happy 
as when he was in a boat, and, " in his favourite poem 
of Thalaba^ as Mrs, Slielley records in her notes to her 
husband's works, " his imagination had been excited by 
a description of such a voyage." His pleasure must 
therefore have been keen. 

On the death of Sir Bysshe, in January, 1815, 
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Shelley's father inlieritctl the title and the accumulated 
wealth. Witli respect to this event, Shelley records, in 
a journal which he kept: — ^"The will has been opened, 
and I am referred to Whitton" (Sir Timothy's legal 
adviser). " My father would not allow me to enter 
Pield Place." Shelley Sidney — a half-brother of Sir 
I Timothy — expressed his opinion that the will was a 
I most extraordinary one. The death of the old baronet, 
1 however, placed the young poet in a better pecnnjary 
position than he had ever yet occupied. Being now the 
dii-ect heir to the estates, he could the more readily 
raise money for his immediate necessities ; besides 
which, his father, yielding to the pressure of advice, 
allowed him 1,000?. a year. He was thus reUeved from 
the painful stringency of his former condition. 

In the winter months, at the commencement of this 
year, Shelley walked a hospital, for the purpose of 
t jKquiriug some slight knowledge of surgery, which 
' might enable him to alleviate tJie sufferings of the poor. 
Yet, at the very time he subjected liimseH' to these 
painful and often harrowing experiences, bo was him- 
self in the most delicate state of health. In tlie spring, 
he was said by an eminent physician to be in a rapid 
consumption; and so far had the malady progressed 
that abscesses were formed on hia lungs. His fragile 
nature was shaken by frequent paroxysms of pain, 
during which he was often obhged to lie on the ground, 
have recourse to the perilous sedative of lauda- 
I. He was at this time living in London, The 
mptoms of pulmonary disorder subsequently left him, 
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with a suddeimess and completeness nhicii seem to be 
nnacconntable. A thorough change in his system 
supervened, and he was never again threatened with 
consumption; though he was at no time healthy, or fi-ee 
from the assaults of pain. This change, however, did 
not take place until some few years after the present 
date. 

The summer of 1815 was partly occupied by a tour 
along the southern coast of Devonalm-e and a visit to 
Clifton. On the completion of these trips, Shelley 
rented a hoase on Bishopsgate Heath on the borders 
of Windsor Forest, the air of which neighbourhood 
did his health considerable service. The conclusion of 
the summer was very fine, and all things contributed 
to afford the worn spirits of Bysshe a brief interspace 
of happiness and calm. He visited the soui'ce of the 
Thames, together with a few friends, and on this occa- 
sion again indulged in tlie pleasure of. boating — that 
pleasure which was in the end to lure him to bis death. 
The party proceeded from "Windsor to Cricklade in a 
wherry, " His beautifii] stanzas in the churchyard of 
Lechlade," says Mrs. Shelley, in her collected edition 
of the poems, " were written on that occasion. A lastor 
was composed on his return. He spent his days under 
the oak shades of Windsor Great Park; and the 
magnificent woodland was a fitting study to inspire 
the various descriptions of forest scenery we find in 
the poem." This was the first production in verse 
which Shelley gave openly to the world. 

In 1816, he again visited Switzerland, and made the 
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"acqtiaiatance of Lord Byron, for tlie first time, at 

Secheron's hotel at Geneva, where the former was 
staying when the latter arrived there. Both poets 
L being ardent lovers of boating, they joined in the 
I purchase of a small craft, in which, evening after 
I evening, they made sailing excursions on the lake of 
Geneva, accompanied by Signer Polidori, a &iend 
of Byron, though by no means of Shelley, who dis- 
liked him on account of the morbid vanity he was 
constantly exhibiting. Bysshe aiferwards rented a 
house on the banks of the lake, and passed many days 
alone in the boat, reading or meditating, and resigning 
himself to the amnmer influences of winds and waters. 
On one occasion, when Shelley and Byron were sailing 
from Meillerie to St. Gingoux, a storm came on ; the 
vessel was injured, and shipped a good deal of water ; 
and, to make matters still worse, one of the boatmen 
■tupidly mismanaged the sail. The loss of the boat 
seemed inevitable; and Shelley, being unable to swim, 
made up his mind that he should have to meet that 
deatii for which he was in fact only reserved until a 
later period. But the vessel righted, and got safely 
I to the shore. 

Mrs. Shelley has recorded that her husband's lines 
m Mont Blanc-, ajid his Hymn to Intellectual Beauty, 
were written at this time. She thinks, however, that 
tiie genius of Shelley was in some measure checked by 
his association with Byron, " whose nature was utterly 
I dissimilar to his own;" but that, at the same time, 
L^elley had a corresponding influence on Byron,- as 
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evinced in the abstractions of ChUde Harold, tiien 
flowing from its autLor'a pen. 

The period was, indeed, rich in the production of 
works of genins. The famous " Monk" Lewis, as he is 
called, joined the society of the two English poets, and 
during some rainy weather lie set them talking about 
ghost stories. Each was to write one of these fasci- 
nating toys of the imagination; and Mrs. Shelley's 
extraordinary romance of Frankenstein was the result, 
as far as herself was concerned, and indeed the only one 
of the proposed narratives which was completed. One 
evening, the recital by Lord Byron of the commence- 
ment of Coleridge's spectral poem, Christabel, conjured 
up in Shelley's mind, by an association of ideas, a 
vision of a beautiful woman with four eyes, two of 
which were glancing at him from out of her breast; 
and he rushed from the room in an agony of horror. 

On the 30th of December, 1816 (after his return to 
England), Shelley's second marriage took place. She 
who was thenceforward the companion of his existence 
has left us some of the most interesting partictilara 
■which we possess of his brief remnant of life, and of 
his lamentable end. Her influence over him was of an 
important kind. Hia anxiety to aid tlie intelligence 
of the less instructed, and his efforts to promote the 
well-being of the poorer classes of his fellow -creatures, 
were as vivid and as strenuous as before ; yet his mind, 
by gradually bending to milder influences, divested 
itself of much of that hostile bitterness of thought and 
expression with which he had hitherto attacked those 
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political and social abases which had seemed to him to 
be the principal obstacles to the progressive develop- 
ment of mankind. 

His pecuniary struggles, his father's persevering 
^, a^ fte Lu.,S of hi. u^or.pu.1 ^ 
had no longer the same power to embitter his existence, 
and to rouse his darker passions. From ihem^ he had 
now a sure refuge. Evil might be without; but by his 
hearth were sympathy, and encouragement, and love. 

They had fixed upon the neighbourhood of Marlow, 
in Buckinghamshire, for their winter quarters. While 
Shelley was looking out in this locality for a suitable 
residence, he received the following letter to aid him 
in his researches : — 

" In the choice of a residence, dear Shelley, pray do not be too 
quick, or attach yourself too much to one spot. A house viiih a 
lawn, near a river or lake, noble trees or divine mountains — that 
should be our little mouse-hole to retire to ; but never mind this. 
Give me a garden, and I will thank my love for many &vours. 
If you go to London, you will perhaps try to procure me a good 
Livy ; for I wish very much to read it. I must be more indus- 
trious, especially in learning Latin, which I neglected shamefully 
last smnmer at intervals ; and those periods of not reading at all 

put me back very far Adieu I Love me tenderly, and 

think of me with affection whenever anything pleases you greatly.*' 

On the 22nd of March, Shelley wrote as follows to 
Godwin : — 

"My dear GrODWIN, 

" It was spring when I wrote to you, and winter when your 
answer arrived. But the frost is very transitory ; every bud is 
ready to burst into leaf. It is a nice distinction you make between 
the development and the complete expansion of the leaves. The 
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oak and the chesnut, the lakst and tbe earliest parents of foliage, 
would afford you a still subtler subdiviaion, wliich would enable 
you to defer the visit, from which we espect so much delight, for 
six weeks. I hope we shall really see you before that time, and 
that you will allow the chesnut, or any other important tree, as he 
stands in the foreground, to be conaidcrcd an a, virtiml represea- 
tatiou of the rest. 

" Will is quite well, and very beautiful. Mary unites with me 
in presenting her kind rcniemh ranees to Mrs. Godwin ; and hegs 
moBt affectionate love to you. 

"F. B. Shei.i.et." 
" Have you read Melbicowt f It would entertain you." 

About this time, Shelley became acquainted, at 
Leigh Hunt's house, at Haiiipstead, with John Keats, 
and with the brothers James aiid Horace Smith. The 
genius of the former he at once recognised, and cele- 
brated it, in a subsequent year, in the eloquent poem, 
Adimais. For Horace Smith, Shelley had the most 
affectionate regard — a regard ftdly deserved by that 
excellent and warm-hearted wit. 

But now came one of the greatest sorrows which 
Shelley ever had to encoimter. Up to the time 
of his first wife's death, her children had resided with 
her and with her father ; but, after that event, Shelley 
claimed them. Mr. Westbrook refused to give them 
up, and carried the case into Chancery, where he filed 
a bill, asseverating that the remaining parent of the 
children was unfit to have the charge of them, on 
account of the alleged depravity of his religious and 
moral opinions, in which he designed to bring them 
up. The case having been argued, judgment was 
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-{aronounced by Hie Lord Chancellor (Eldon), and it was 

i'decreed that Shelley should not be allowed to have the 
custody of hia own oEFspring. Ho was forced, how- 
iver, to set aside 200/. a year for their suppoi-t; and 

fthia sum was deducted by Sir Timothy from Ids son's 
lannuity. The cliildi*en were committed to the care of a 
iidergyman of the Church of England, and were of course 
educated in those principles wliich their father looked 
en with aversion. The son, as the reader has already 

■Been, died when a youth : the daughter is still living. 
As to the monstrons injustice of this decree, most 
men are now agreed ; and no fiirther remark need he 
made on so repellent a subject, except an expression of 
^tonishment that the name of Dr. Parr should be found 
among Shelley's opponents. His testimony was given, 
and quoted very frequently, as to the respectability 
of the persona appointed, under Chancery, as guaiHiians 
of the children. 

The ensuing letter from the poet's legal adviser, 
written before the decision of the Lord Chancellor, 
contains some points of interest: — 

" Mr DEAB Sib, Grai/'a Ian, 5lh Aug., 1817. 

" 1 ENCLOSE you the Master's report on the subject of the 
children, which I am sorry to say is agaiast you. I tan taking 
the necessary proceedings to bring the question before the Lord 
Chancellor, and it will come on for his decision some time nest 
week ; or, at any rate, before he rises, which is the 23rd inst. 
One comfort is, that there could not he a weaker case against yon 
than this is. The only support of Mr. Kendall ' is Dr. Parr, 
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who 13 himself open to a great deal of observation, and who, 
except as a Greek scholar, does not stand high in any one's 
opinion. 

" The Master, in the first place, omits to enquire what would be 
a proper plan for the education of the children, tliongh ordered 
b; the Chancellor to do so ; and then he goes on to approve a 
proposal that Mr. Kendall should stand, in all respects, loco 
parentis, when the Lord Chancellor himself says that he has not 
yet made up his miad as to how far he would interfere against 
parental authority. 

" I should thinli that the plaintiffs will find it a difHcult matter 
to prevail on the Chancellor to confirm this unnatural proposal of 
abandoning these infants to the care of a stranger, of whom no- 
body interested in the welfare of the children knows anything, — 
who lives at a considerable distance from all the &mily, — who, 
from his ignorance of all the family, can have no object but to 
make the most of the cliildreu as a pecuniary transaction,^ — in 
short, who has nothing to recommend him, hut tiie affidavit of 
the venerable bridegroom. Dr. Parr.* 

" As I objected to liberties being taken with your income, you 
will observe that the proposal is altered. 

" Tour faithful and obedient servant, 

" P. W. LONGDILL," 

Moved to fiery wratli by the cruel injustice wliich 
had been dealt out to him, Shelley wrote a terrible curae 
on the Lord Chancellorj wliich Mrs. Shelley published 
among her husband's poems. The outraged father 
speais grandly and fearfully in these lines : — 

" By thy most impious Hell, and all its terrors ; 
By all the griei^ the madness, and the guilt 
Of thine impostures, which must be Iheir errors. 
That sand on which thy crumbling power is built : 



* Dr. Parr marrieci, for the second t 
his scTCD^th year. — Ed. 
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■' By all the hate which checks a father's lore, 
By all the acorn which kills a father's care ; 
By those most unpioua hands that dared remove 
Nature's high bounda — ^hy thee — and by despair, — 

" Tea I the despair which bids a father groan, 
And cry, ' Jly children are no longer mine : 
The blood within those veins may be mine own, 
Bnf, Tyrant, their polluted souls arc thine ! ' — 

" I curse thee, though I hate thee not. slave 1 
If thou could'at quench the earth-consuming hell 
Of which thou art a demon, on thy grave 
This curse sliould be a blessing. Fare thee well ! " 

In liis Masque of Anarchy (written in 1819), 
has two stanzas, hot with scorn and sarcasm, 
man who had rohhed him of his offspring : — 

" Next came i'raud, and he had on. 
Like Lord Eldon, aa ermine gown : 
His big tears (for he wept well) 
Tum'd to mill-9iones aa they fell : 

"And the litde children, who 
Round his feet play'd to and fro, 
Thinkiog every tear a gem, 
Sad their bratJis knock'd ovi by Ikem," 

Towards the end of 1817, Shellej was obliged, owing 
to pecnniary diffictdties, to stay for some time at the 
house of Leigh Hunt, who had by that time removed to 
Lisson Grove. He had been made answerable for cer- 
tain liabilities incurred by his fii'st wife, and the creditors 
pressed him severely; though, until the demands were 
urged on him, he had no knowledge that any such 
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claims existed ; nor had he now an opportunity of veri- 
fying their exactness. He even ran some danger of 
arrest; but matters wei-e at length settled. In the 
meanwhile, Mrs. Shelley resided at Marlow, in company 
with her children, and with a little daughter of Lord 
Byron, called Allegra, and sometimes Alba. Shelley 
returned to Marlow in the autumn. 

On December 7th, he thus addressed Godwin : — 

"Mr DBAB GoBWTS, Marlow, December 7th, 1817. 

"To begin with the subject of most immediate interest: close 
witii Richardson ; and when I soy this, what relief should I not 
feel from a thousand distressing emotions, if I could believe that 
he was in earnest in his offer ! I have not heard from Longdill, 
though I wish earneatly for information. 

"My health has been materially worse. Uyfeelings at intervals 
are of a deadly and torpid kind, or awakened to a state of such 
unnatural and keen excitement, that, only to instance the organ of 
sight, I find the very blades of grass and the boughs of distant 
trees present themselves to me with microscopical distinctness. 
Towards evening, I sink into a state of lethargy and inanimation, 
and often remain for hours on the sofa, between sleep and waking, 
a prey to the most painful irritability of thought. Such, with 
little intermission, is my conditioa. The hours devoted to study 
are selected with vigilant caution from among these periods of 
endurance. It is not for thig that I think of travelling to Italy, 
even if I knew that Italy would relieve me. But I have espe- 
rienced a decisive pulmonary attack ; and, although at present it 
has passed away without any very considerable vestige of its 
existence, yet this symptom sufficiently shows the true nature of 
my disease to be consumption. It is to my advantage that this 
malady is in its nature slow, and, if cue is sufGcieutly alive to its 
advances, is susceptible of cure fiom a warm climate. In the 
event of its assuming any decided shape, it would be my duly to 
go to Italy without delay ; and it is only when that measure be- 
comes an indispensable daiy that, contrary to both Maij's feelings 
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and to mine, as they regard you, 1 shall go to Tlaly. 1 need not 
remind j-ou(beaideB the mere pain endured by theBurYivor»)of the 
train of evil consequences which my death would cause to ensne, 
I am thus circumaiantial and explicit, because you seem to have 
misunderstood me. It is not health, but liie, that I should seek in 
Italy ; and that, not for my own sake — I feel that I am capable of 
trampling on all snch weakness — but for the sake of those to 
whom my life may be a source of happiness, utility, fecurily, and 
honour, and to some of whom my death might be all that is tbe 
reverse. 

" I ought to say I cannot persevere in the meat diet. What yon 
say of MalthuB fille me, as far as my intellect is concerned, with life 
and strength. I believe that I have a most anxious desire that the 
time should quickly come that, even so far as yon are personally 
concerned, you should be tranquil and independent. But when I 
consider tbe intellectual lustre with which yon clothe this world, 
and bow much the last generation of mankind may be benefited 
by that light flowing forth without the intervention of one shadow, 
I am elevated above all thoughts which tend to you or myself as 
an individual, and become, by sympathy, part of those distant and 
innumerable minds to whom your writings must be present. 

" I meant to have written to you about MmtdeviUe' solely ; bnt 
I was so irritable and weak that I could not write, although I 
thought I had much to say. I haye read Mandeville, but I must 
read it again soon, for the interest is of that irresistible and over- 
whelming kind, that the mind in its influence is like a cloud borne 
on by an impetuous wind — Uke one breathlessly carried forward, 
who has no time to pause or observe the causes of his career. I 
think the power of MundeeiUe is inferior to nothing you have 
done ^ and, were it not for the character of Falkland,! ''"> instance 
in which you have exerted that power of ereoHon which yon 
possess beyond all contemporary writers might compare with it. 
Falkland is still alone ; power is, in Falkland, not, as in Mandeville, 
tomnlt hurried onward by the tempest, hut tranquillity standing 
unshaken amid its fiercest rage. But Caleb Wiliiams never shakes 
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tbe deepest soul like MaademUe. It must be eoid of the latter, 
jaa rule with a rod of iron. Tlie picture is never bright ; and 
we wonder whence you drew tbe darkness with which its shades 
are deepened, until the epithet of tenfold might almost eease to be 
a metaphor. The noun sviorfia touches some cord within us with 
such a cold and jarring power, that I started, and for some time 
could scarce believe bat that I was Mondeville, and that this 
hideous grin was stamped upon my own face. In style and 
strength of expression MmuleBille ia wonderfully great, and the 
energy and the sweetness of the sentiments scarcely to bo eiiualled. 
Clifford's character, as mere beauty, is a divine and soothing con- 
trast ; and I do not think — if, perhaps, I except (and I know uot 
if I ought to do so) the speech of Agathon in the Sijmposiiaa of 
Fbto — that there ever was produced a moral discourse more cha- 
racteristic of all that is admirable and lovely in human nature, — 
more lovely and admirable in itself, — tiian that of Henrietta to 
Mandeville, as he is recovering from madnesa. Shall I say that, 
when I discovered that she was pleading all this time sweetly for 
her lover, and when at last she weakly abandoned poor Mandeville, 
I felt an involuntary and, perhaps, an unreasonable pang? Adieu ! 
" Always most affectionately yours, 

"P. S." 

During the summer and autumn of 1817, Shelley 
had written the Reoolt of Islam — a poem which was 
originally put forth under the title of Laon and Cyihna; 
or, the Revolution of the Golden Cily : a Vision of the 
Nineteenth Century. Mr, Oilier (from whose house 
proceeded the first volume of Keats) was the chief pub- 
lisher ; and some copies of the poem with the original 
name were issued a little before Clu'istmas, Some appre- 
hension, on the score of the bold doctrines advocated 
in its pages, induced Mr. Oilier to ai'rest the progress of 
the work for awhile, with a view to obtaining some 
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wrote to his publisher a letter, which is a remarkable 
specimen of the courage with which he defied con- 
Tcntional opinions : — 

"Dear Sib, Marlfno, December Uth^lSU. 

"It is to be regretted that you did not consult your own 
safety and advantage (if you consider it connected with the non- 
publication of my book) before yoiir declining the publication, 
ttiter having accepted it, would have operated to so extensive and 
serious an injury to my views aa now. The instances of abuse and 
menace which you cite were such as you expected, and were, as I 
conceived, prepared for. If not, it would have been just to me to 
have given them their due weight and consideration before. You 
foresaw, you foreknew, all that these people would say. You do 
your best to condemn my book before it is given forth, because 
you publish it, and then withdraw ; so that no other bookseller 
■will publish it, because one has already rejected it. Yon must he 
aware of the great injury which you prepare for me. If I bad 
never consulted your advantage, my book would have had a fair 
hearing. But now it is first published, and then the publisher, aa 
if the author had deceived hini as to the contents of the work — 
and aa if the inevitable consequence of its publication would be 
ignominy and punishment — and aa if none should dare to touch it 
or look at it — retracts, at a jieriod when nothing but the most extra- 
ordinary and unforeseen circumstances can justify his retraction. 

" I beseech you to reconsider the matter, for your sake no less 
than for my oivn. Assume the high and the secure ground of 
courage. The people who visit your shop, and the wretched bigot 
who gave his worthless custom to some other bookseller, are not the 
public. Tlic public respect talent ; and a large portion of them are 
already undeceived with regard to the prejudices which my book 
attacks. You would lose some customers, but you would gain 
others. Your trade would be diverted into a channel more con- 
sistent with your oivn principles. !Kot to say that a publisher is 
in nowise pledged to all the opinions of his publications, or to 
any ; and that lie may enter his protest with each copy sold, either 
against the truth or the discretion of the principles of the books 
b£ sells. But there is a much more important consideration in the 
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case. You arc, and hare been to a certain extent, the publisher. 
I don't LelievB that, if the book was quietly and regularly jiub- 
lished, the GoYernment would touch anything of a character so 
refined, and so remote from the conceptionH of the vulgar. They 
would hesitate before they invaded a member of the higher circles 
of the republic of letters. But, if they aee na tremble, they will 
make no distinctiooa ; they will feel their streugth. You might 
bring the arm of the law down on us by flinching now. Directl}- 
these scoundrels see that people arc afraid of them, they seize 
upon them and hold them up to mankind as criminals already 
convicted by their own fears. You fay yourself prostrate, and 
they trample on you. How glad they would be to seize on any 
connection of Hunt's by this most powerful of all their arms — the 
terrors and eelf- condemnation of their victim. Read all the ex 
officio cases, and see what reward booksellers and printers have 
received for their submission. 

"Ii; contrary to common sense and justice, you resolve to give 
me up, you shall receive no detriment from a connection with me 
in small matters, though you determine to inflict so serious a one 
on me in great. You shall not he at a farthing's expense. I shall 
still, so far as my powers extend, do my best to promote your 
interest. On the contrary supposition, even admitting you derive 
no benefit from the book itself — and it should be my care that you 
shall do so — I hold myself ready to make ample indemnity for any 
loss you may sustain. 

" There is oae compromise you might make, though that would 
be still iojiuiouB to me. Sherwood and Keely wished to be the 
principal publishers. Call on them, and say that it was through a 
mistake that you undertook the principal direction of the book, as 
it was my wish that it should be theirs, and that I have written to 
yon to that effect. This, if it would be advantageous to you, 
would be detrimental to, but not utterly destructive of, my views. 
To withdraw your name entirely, would be to inflict on me a bitter 
and undeserved injury. 

" Let me hear from you by return of post. I hope that you will 
be influenced to fulfil your engagement with me, and proceed with 
the puhUcation, as justice to me, and, iodeed, a well- understood 
estimate of your own interest and character, demand. I do hope 
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ifyon will have too much regard to the well-chosen motto of 
your seal* to permit the murmurs of a few bigots to outweigh the 
serious and permanent considerations presented in this letter. To 
their remonalrancea you have only to reply, ' I did not write the 
book; I am not responsible i here is the author's address — state 
your objections to him. I do no more tban sell it to those who 
inquire for it ; and, if they are not pleased with their bargain, the 
author empowers me to receive the book and to return the money." 
Aa to the interference of Govermnent, notliing is more improbable 
that in any case it would be attempted ; but, if it should, it would 
be owing entirely to your perseverance in the groundless appre- 
hensions which dictated your communi cation received this day, 
and conscious terror would be per\'erted into aa argument of 
guilt. 

" I hare just received a most kind and encouraging letter from 
Mr. Moore on the subject of ray poem. I have the fairest chance 
of the public approaching my work with unbiassed and unper- 
verted feehng : the fruit of reputation (and you know for whia 
purposes I value it) is within my reach. It is for you, now you 
have been once named as publisher, and have me in your power, 
to hlist all this, and to hold up my hterary character in the eye of 
mankind as that of a proscribed and rejected outcast. And for no 
evil that I have ever done you, hut in return for a preference 
vrhich, although you falsely now eatccm injurioua to you, vas 
solicited by Hunt, and conferred by me, as a source and a proof 
of nothing but kind intentions. 

"Dear Sir, 
" I remain yonr sincere well-wisher, 

"Febct B. Shellei." 

The poet, however, was afterwards convinced of the 
propriety of making certain alterations ; and the work 
was issued in the following January under the title 
of the Revolt of Islam. 

This eloquent and passionate poem was composed 

• " In omnibus libertn*." 
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partly on the Thames, while the poet rocked idly in 
his boat " as it floated under the beech groves of 
Bisham;" partly during wandei'iugs among the beautiful 
scenery of the neighbourhood. The mingled luxuriance 
and wildness of the country suiTounding his dwelling 
gayc Shelley the greatest delight; but this pleasure 
was marred by the pain arising from the contemplation 
of the extreme poverty everywhere visible in Mai-Iow. 
Many of the women of that town were (and are still) 
lace-makera — an occupation which, while it entails loss 
of health, is very ill-paid. The amount of distress 
existing in the winter of 1817-18 was very severe; 
the poor-laws were administered with rigour; the late 
war had frightfully augmented tajiation, while the 
peace had thrown many persons, who had served as 
soldiers, back on the rural population ; and a had 
hai"vest had added to the other sources of human misery. 
" Shelley," says his widow, " afforded what alleviation 
he could. In the winter, while bringing out his poem, 
he had a severe attack of ophthalmia, caught while 
visiting the poor cottages."" 

The poem at once inspired all lovers of literature 
with considerable interest in the author; but it found 
many severe critics. Even Godwin urged several 
objections to its general style ; to which the poet replied 
in an interesting letter (dated December 11th, 1817), 
containing a very deeply-felt and accurate estimate of 
the pecuhar tendencies of his own mind. 

• Koteto the Becofti/IjJam in the collected edition of the Poemi. 
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" I have read and considered," he writes, " all that 
you say about my general powers, and the particular 
I instance of the poem in which I have attempted to 
develop them. Nothing can he more satisfactory to 
! than the interest which your admonitions express. 
But I think you are mistaken in some points with 
regard to the peculiar nature of my powers, whatever 
be their amount. I hstened with deference and self- 
suspicion to your censures oi Laon and Cythiia; but the 
productions of mine wliich you commend hold a very 
low place ill my own esteem, and this reassured me, in 
some degree at least. The poem was produced by a 
series of thoughts which filled my mind with uiihomided / 
and sustained enthusiasm. I felt the precariousness / 
of my life, and I resolved in this book to leave so 
records of myself. Much of what the volume contains J 
was written with the sajue feeling, as real, though not J 
so prophetic, as the communications of a dying man. , 
I never presumed, indeed, to consider it anything/ 
approaching to faultless ; bnt, when I considered con- 
temporary productions of the same appai'ent pretensions, 
I will own that I was filled with confidence. I felt I 
that it was in many respects a genuine picture of my ' 
own mind. I felt tiiat the sentiments were true, not 
assumed: and in this have I long believed — that my 
power consists in sj-mpathy, and tliat part of imagi- 
nation wliich relates to sentiment and contemplation, j 
I am formed, if for anything not in common with the S 
herd of mankind, to apprehend minute and remote ^ 
distinctions of feeling, whether relative to external 
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natnre or the living beings which surround tis, and to 
commtuiicate the conceptions which reaidt from con- 
sidering either the moral or the material universe as 
a whole. .... Yet, after ail, I cannot but be 
conscious, in mnch of what I write, of an absence of 
that tranqnillitj which is the attribute and accom- 
paniment of power. This feeling alone would make 
your most kind and wise admonitions, on the subject 
of the economy of intellectual force, valuable to me. 
And, if I live, or if I see any trust in coming years, 
doubt not but that I shall do something, whatever 
it may be, which a seriona and earnest estimate of my 
powers will suggest to me, and which will be in every 
respect accommodated to their utmost limits." 

It is not difficnlt to understand why Godwin foiled 
to appreciate the new production of his son-in-law. 
He had formed his tastes in poetry by a life-long 
perusal of our old Enghsh masters — ^the men of the 
Shatspearean and Miltonic eras : and it was impossible 
that he could have gone to a better school. But the 
poetry of Shelley — excepting in as far as it was in- 
spired, in its metaphysical part, by the genius of ancient 
Greece — was essentially modem in its character. It 
mingled the impalpable suggestions of mysticism with 
images of exotic splendour, tropical in the heat and 
glory of their hues, touched with a light that 
seemed t-o dawn from some remote and supernatural 
future, and often dim with the too great intensity of 
the writer's emotions and the excessive radiance in 
which he robed his subtle imaginings. The practical. 
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acute, clear mind of Godwin could not live, with any 
comfort to itaelf, in this region of ethercaJ, though 
suhlime, magnificence ; neither hia tem|iei-ament nor 
ills intellectnal habits fitted him for deriving any higli 
degree of jJeasore from a practice so opposed to his 
own. But Shelley has helped to make the times more . 
poetical ; and the flame-like energy and grandeur, the 
tumultuous passion, and the strange visionary beauty 
of the Revolt of Islam are now universally acknow-' 
[■ 3edged. 

In the same year, Shelley also wrote tlie highly 

' mystical fragments of Prince AtAanase — fragments, 

I however, full of beauty and music ; a large part of ' 

I £osalind arid Helen ; a few small poems ; and a pam- 

I ^ilet advocating Parliamentary Reform, published 

I under the signature of the "Hermit of Marlow." 

I' This political work is remarkable for the statesmanlike 

I calmness of the writer's opinions, and the moderation 

f his demands. Shelley here proposed that committees 

l^ould be formed with a view to polling the entire 

i people on the subject which was then, as now, agitating 

I the whole nation. He disavowed any wish to estabhsh 

I' 'oniversal suffrage at once, or to do away with monarchy 

I and aristocracy, while so large a proportion of the 

' people remained disqualified by ignorance from shai'ing 

' in the government of thS country, though he looked 

I fbrwaixl to a time when the world would be enabled 

"disregard the symbols of its childhood;" and he 

.ggested that the qualification for the suffrage shonld 

! the registry of the voter's name as one who paid 



8S SHELLEY MEMORLALS. 

a certain small sum iii direct tcuves. Such were T 
views of a political thinker who was equally removed 
from being a Tory or a demagogue. 

At the end of this year (1817), a relapse of the 
Bcvcre attack of ophthalmia, caught from his visits to 
the poor cottagers in Lis neighbourhood, deprived 
Shelley of his usual resoLU-ce of reading. In looking 
over the journal in which, from day to day, Mrs. 
Shelley was in the habit of noting their occupations, 
as well as passing events, one is struck with wonder 
at the number of books which they read in the course 
of the year. At home or travelling — before breakfast, 
or waiting for the mid-day meal — by the aide of a 
stream, or on the ascent of a mountain — a booh was 
never absent from the hands of one or the other : and 
there were never two books ; one read whUe the other 
listened. The catalogue of works pemsed, which I 
subjoin, would seem to require the imrcmitting atten- 
tion of unfettered leisure ; yet at this time Shelley was 
greatly occupied with affairs of business, and his mind 
was much harassed by the Chancery suit with regard 
to his children. 



"List of Eooks seas bi 
Symposinra of Rato. "1 
Plays of -Sachylns. 
Plays of Sophocles. I q^^„^ 
Iliad of Homer. f 

Arriani HistorialndicD. 
Homer's Hymns. J 

Histoire de la KCvolutio 

Fraaqahe. 
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Metam orphosea — Latin, 
toleridge's Biographia Lit 

Political Justice. 
Eights of Man. 
Klphinstone's Embassj-. 
Several volumes of Gibbon. 
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Two volumes of Lord Chester- 
field's Letters. 

Coleridge's Lay Sermons. 

Memoirs of Comit Grammont. 

Somnimn Scipionis. 

Eoderick Random. 

Sir Philip Sydney's Arcadia. 

Beaumont and Fletcher — ^three 
plays. 

Waverley. 

Epistolse Flinii Secundi. 



Vita Julii Caesari. — Suetonius. 
Davis's Travels in America. 
Manuscrit venu de St. Hel^ne. 
Buffon's Theorie de la Terre. 
Lettres Persiennes. 
Moli^re's Greorge Dandin. 
La Kouvelle Heloise. 
Godwin's Miscellanies. 
Spenser's Faery Queene. 
First volume of Hume's £ssa3rs. 
Besides many novels, poems, &c. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



ITALY: 1818. 



The year 1818 was memorable in the life of Shelley, on 
account of his having at that date qnitted England, to 
which he was destined never to return. The general 
state of his health, together with other motives, in- 
duced him to seek a more genial climate in the south 
of Europe. One of his most powerful reasons was a 
fear lest the Lord Chancellor might follow out some 
vague threat which he had uttered in delivering judg- 
ment, and deprive him of his infant son by his second 
wife. Ko attempt was made to act on this threat ; but 
so much did Shelley fear that the outrage would be 
committed, that he addressed the child (who after- 
wards died at Rome) in some beautiful stanzas, 
signifying his readiness to abandon liis country for 
ever, rather than be parted from another of his 



The billons on the beach are leaping around it ; 

The bark ia weak and frail ; 
The sea looks black, and the clouds that bound it 

Darkly atrew the gale. 




Come with me, thou delightful child! 
Come with me ! Though the wave is wild 
And the winds are loose, we must not atay, 
Or the dayes of law may rend thee away. 



" Rest, rest ! ahriek not, thoa gentle child ! — 

The rocking of the hoat thou tearest, 

And the cold spray, and the clamour wild? 

There, ait between us two, thou dearest, — 
Me and thy mother. Well we know 
The storm at which thou tremblest ao. 
With all its dark and hungry graves, 
Lees cruel than the savage slaves 
Who hunt thee o'er these sheltering waves. 



" This hour will in thy n 

Be a dream of days forgotten : 
We soon shall dwell by the azure sea 

Of serene and golden Italy, 

Or Greece, the Mother of the Free. 
And I will teach thine infant tongue 

To call upon their heroes old 

In their own language, and will mould 
Thy growing spirit in the flame 
Of Grecian lore ; that, by such name, 
A patriot's birthright thou may'st claim," 

In the early part of the year, Sheilcy was much 
occupied with matters of business in London; but in 
March they started for Itsdy. They went thither direct, 
avoiding even Paris, and did not pause till they arrived 
at Milan. From this citj-, the little Allegra was sent, 
under the care of a nurse, to her father at Venice. 

The removal to Italy was advantageous to Shelley 
in almost every respect. It is true that he left behind 



r Ut tti 

^^^ here tha- 

^^H any of 
^H TheS 



92 KllELLEY MEMORIALS. 

him friends to whom he was attached; but cares of 
various kinds, many of them springing from his lavish 
generosity, crowded round him in his native country, 
and the chmate afflicted him with extreme suffering. 
His greatest pleasure — the free enjoyment of natural 
scenery— was marred by this sensitiveness to the influ- 
ence of English weather, 

The very first aspect of Italy {as Mrs. Shelley has 
recorded) enchanted him. The land appeared like " a 
garden of delight placed beneath a clearer and brighter 
heaven than any he had lived under before. He wrote 
long descriptive letters during the first year of his 
residence ; " and in these wc see, not merely the con- 
summate handling of a master of prose composition, 
but a poet's appreciation of all forms of loveliness, whe- 
ther of nature or of art 

A very romantic story touching this period of 
Shelley's life is told by Captain Medwin. He asserts 
that a married lady introduced herself to the poet in 
the year 1816, shortly before his departure for Switzer- 
land, and, concealing her name, told liim that his many 
virtues and the grandeur of his opinions in politics, 
morals, and religion, had inspired her with such an 
ardent passion for him that she had resolved on aban- 
doning her husband, her family, and her friends, with a 
view to linking her fortunes to those of Shelley. 

Of this strange narrative, it will be sufficient to say 
here that not the slightest allusion to it is to be found in 
any of the family documents. 

The Shelleys stayed a mouth at Milan; and, after 



I ■visiting the Lake of Como, proceeded to Legliom, 

I where tliey became acqnainted witli Mrs. Gisbome, a 

^ladj wbo bad formerly been a most intimate friend of 

Mary WoUstonecraft (Mrs. Shelley'a mother). Tho 

thoughtful character and amiable disposition of this 

lady seem to have bound the whole party in ties of 

L iriendship, which continued unbroken till the end. 

At the Baths of Lucca, where the poet and his wife 

I next went, Rosalind and Helen, begun at Marlow, was 

I finished, at the request of Mrs. Shelley. Thence, ^n 

1 August, Shelley visited Venice ; and, circumstances 

I rendering it advisable that he should remain near at 

I hand for a few weeks, he resided during that time at a 

" TJIla which Lord Byron rented at Este, and which was 

kindly placed at his disposal. Here he was joined by 

his family, and here also more than one literary work 

was prosecuted. / Capucdni (such was the name of 

the residence) is described by Mrs. Shelley as " a villa 

fctult on the site of a Capuchin convent, demolished 

when the French suppressed religious houses. It was 

flituated on the very overhanging brow of a low hill at 

the foot of a range of higher ones. The house was 

cheerful and pleasant : a vine-trellised walk — a Pergola, 

as it is called in Italian — led from the hall door to a 

summer-house at the end of the garden, which Shelley 

made hia study, and in which he began the Prometheus ; 

and here also, as he mentions in a Ictterj he wrote 

Julian and Maddalo. A slight ravine, with a road in 

its depth, divided the garden from the hill, on which 

stood the ruins of the ancient castle of Este ; whose 
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and from whose 
ruined crevices owls and bata flitted fbrth at night, as 
the crescent moon sanlv behind tire black and heavy 
battlements. We looked from the garden over tlie wide 
plain of Lombardy, bounded to tJie west by the far 
Apennines, while, to the east, the horizon was lost in 
misfy distance." 

Julian and Maddalo ia one of the most fervent, dra- 
matic, and intense, of its author's prodnctions ; and yet 
one of the most compact, Mghly wrought, and mature. 
The descriptions of Italian scenery are wonderfully 
minute and particular, when we consider that the poet 
had been only about half a yea.r in the country. Of 
the magnificence of the word-pictures — especially in 
that gorgeous vision of a Venetian sunset, sphering in 
a transitory glory the sea, the ships, the palaces, the 
distant hills, and the ghastly mad-house — it would be 
difficult to say too much ; while the soUloquy of the 
poor maniac is dusky and thick with human passion and 
pathos— tlie whole tragedy of a sorrowful life brought 
witliin the compass of a few pages. The poem, more- 
over, is interesting on account of the portraiture given 
by Shelley of Lord Byron, who is figured under the 
name of Maddalo — Julian being Shelley Iiimself. The 
little AUegra is also described in lines of gentle pathos 
which have never been surpassed : — 

" The following mom was rainy, cold, and dim : 
Ere IVIaddalo arose, I calt'd on him ; 
And, whilst I waited, with his child I pUy'd ; — 
A lovelier toy sweet Nature never made ; 
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Aaerioos, sobtle, nild, jet gentle being. 

Graceful without design, and iinforeseeing ; 

With eyes — oh ! speak not of her eyes, which seem 

Twin roirrois of Italian hearen, jxt gleam 

With such deep meaning aa we never see 

But in the human countenance. With me 

She was a special favourite : I had niirs'd 

Her fine and feeble limbs, vrbcn she came first 

To this bleak world ; and yet she seem'd to know. 

On second sight, her andent plajfeUow, 

I,ess changed than $be was, by six months or go. 

For, after her first shynesa was worn out. 

We sat there, rolling billiard balls about. 

When the Count enter'd." 

While they were at Este, their little daogliter, Clara, 
'. showed signs of suffering from the heat of the climate. 
Her indisposition heing increased to an alarming extent 
by teething, the parents hastened to Venice for the best 
advlcej but discovered at Fusma that, in theii" agitation, 
they had forgotten the passport The soldiers on dut}- 
attempted to prevent their crossing tlie laguno; but 
Shelley, with his usual vehemencej augmented by thi' 
urgent nature of the case, broke tltfough, and they 
reached Venice. Unhappily, it was too late ; the little 
creature died just as they aixived. 

At thin [leriod Shelley composed his exc[uisite 
descriptive jKjem, Lines written among the Evganean 
Ililk. In Novomber, he and Mrs. Shelley started 
southward, und on the 1st of December they arrived at 
Naples. Ill tin: meanwhile, they had hastily visited 
Ferrara, Bologiui, and Rome, as well as other towns of 
less note. Tbo winter was spent m the hot and indolent 
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city of the south ; aiid hero tlie Shellcys lived veiy 
solitarily — too much so, according to the opinion of his 
widow, who thinks that a little intellectual society would 
have done great service to the spirits of her hnshaud, 
now once more in a bad state of health, and ofteu 
plunged into extreme gloom. He records this state of 
mind in his Stamaa written in Dejection ntar Naples 
(December, 1818), giving vent to his sorrow in lines 
which unite the utmost gentleness of pathoa to the most 
lovely conceptions of poetry and the finest harmonies of 
verae: — 

" Tet now dcBpair itself is mild, 

£ven aa the winds and waters are : 
I could lie doivn Hke a tired child, 
And weep away the life of care 
Which I have horne, and yet must bear, 
Till death, like Bleep, might steal on mc. 

And I might feel in the warm air 
My cheek grow cold, and hear the sea 
Breathe o'er my dying brain its last monotony." 

But this dejection — the result of many causes — gave 
place to a happier mood before the iwet was snatched 
away from life. 

The letters pertaining to this year may now follow m 
their regular sequence. 

From Godwin to Shelley. 
" Mi dbab Shbllet, Skinner Street, June 8th, 1818. 

" Yoti are in a. new country.fand must be from day to day 
seeing objects and experiencing sensations, of which I Bhoulil 
be delighted to hear. Write as to your equal, and, if that word 
ia not discordant to your feelings, your friend. It would be 
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indeed if we could not find topica of commnnicatioa that 
may be gratifying to both. Let each of us dwell on those quali- 
ties in the other which may contrihute most to the increase of 
mutual kindnesa. It ia the judgment of the human species, and is 
fully accordant to my own experience, that the arrival and perusal 
of a letter from an absent friend is naturally one of the sources of 
the most delicious emotions of which man is susceptible. 

" Since I began this letter, I hare conceived the plan of a book 
which is, I think, a great desideratum in English history and 
Kography, to be called The Lives of the Commonwealth') Men. I 
would confine myself to ten names : — Sir Henry Vane, Henry 
Martin, Henry Ireton, John Bradahaw, John i^Iilton, John Hut- 
chinson, Edmund Ludlow, Oliver St. John, Nathaniel Fiennes, 
Algernon Sidney. The whole might be comprised in two volumes, 
at perhaps in one. It has been the mode for more than a hundred 
and fiily years to load the Commonwealth's men (regicides, as they 
arc oAen called) with all the abuse and scurrility that language 
can furnish. I would have them shown as they are—" Nothing 
eitenuate, nor set down aught in malice ;" — and perhaps they will 
be found equal to any ten men in the annals of the Eoman 
republic. There were great and admirable personages among the 
Presbyterians — Hampden and Fym, for instance ; these, fortu- 
nately for themselves, died early : but the Fresbyteriana have this 
slur upon them, that they contributed most actively, after the 
death of Cromwell, to bring back the King, and thus to occasion 
all the bloody, inhuman, and profligate scenes that followed. I 
would admit none into uiy list but such to whom I could apply 
Horace's rule — 

' Serve tor ad imum, 
Quails ab incepto procceserit, eC libi consteL' 

" Now, this work I shall never write. All that I intended, there- 
fore, was to put down the plan of it in memorandum on a page 
of paper. But in my bed this morning I thought — Mary, per- 
haps, would like to write it ; and I should think she ia perfectly 
capable. The books to be consulted would be comparatively few : 
Noble'a Memoiri of Ike Proteclorate House of Cromwell; Wliit- 
lock's Memorial* of English Affairt wider Charles l/ie Firit; 
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the wouading of Mcdoro, and his being relieved b^ Angelica, 
wbo, for a wonder, sbowa beraelf in tbe ligbt of a Ejmpathisiag 
and amiable person. 

" Affectionately yourg, 

" Maby W01.1.8TONECBAFT Shellet.'" 

From Mrs. Shelley to Mrs. Gisbome, 
" My dear Madam, Bagni di Lucca, July 2, 1818. 

" An earthquake for the steam-engine, and thus to awoUow 
np Mr. Reveley's* whole territory, is somewhat a harah remedy; 
yet I could wish for one that could transport it {if you will not 
come without it) to these Bagni, where I am sure you would he 
enchanted nith everything except the Englinh that are croivded 
here to the almost entire e.'iclusion of Italians, so that I think it 
would he eaaier to have a conversazione of Italiana in England 
than here in their native country. We aee none but English ; 
wc hear nothing but English spoken. The walks are filled with 
English nursery maids— a kind of animal I by no means like — 
and dashing, staring Englishwomen, who surprise the Italians 
(who always are carried about in aedan chairs) by riding on 
horseback. For us, we generally walk, except last Tuesday, 
when Shelley and I took a long ride to II Pralo Fiorito, a flowery 
meadow on the fop of one of the neighbouring Aiwnnines. We 
rode among chestnut woods, leaving the noisy cicala, and there 
was nothing disagreeable in it, except the steepness of the ascent. 
The wooda about here are in every way delightful, especially 
when they are plain, with grassy walks through them. They are 
filled with sweet singing birds, and not long ago we heard a 
cnckoo. Mr. Shelley wishes to go with rae to Monte Pelerino — 
the highest of the Apennines — at the top of which there is a 
shrine. It ia distant about twenty-two miles. Can it be there 
that the Italian palates were deceived by unwholesome food P (to 
talk of that hideous tranaaction in their own cool way) ; and 
would you think it adviaable for ua to make this pilgrimage? 
We must go on horseback and sleep in one of the houses on the 



• Mr. Eeveley was a ion of Mra. Oiabotne by a former marriage. — Ed. 
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e had a letter from my &ther ; he does not appear very 
well in health, but I hope the summer wiO restore him. He Bays 
in his letter: 'I woa eitremely gratified by your account of Mrs. 
Gisbome." 

" We are now in the 36th canto of Arioito. How very enter- 
taining it is, and how exceedingly beautiful are rnnny of the 
stories! Yet I cannot think him so great a poet as Spenser, 
although, as I said before, a much better alory-teller. I wouder 
if I shall Uke Tasso better? 

" Ify dear Mrs. Gisborne, 
I " Yours affectionately and obliged, 

V " Mast W. Shbllet." 

I From Godwin to Mrs. Shdiey. 

" Mr BEAK JIahy, Skinner Street, Jidy 7lli, 1818. 

" You will, I dare say, he glad to hear that I am now over 
head and ears in my answer to Malthus. That painful comphca- 
tion of circumatancca, which for four or five months suspended 
my labours, seems at present to have dispersed itself like a summer 
cloud. But I know that all these appearances are fallacious. I 
know that the tempest is brewing in the distance, and that at no 
very remote period it will pour all ita fury upon ray devoted 
head.* But this very consciousness gives new energy to my 
exertions. Providence, or by whatever other name we shall call 
that principle that presides over the affairs of men, has granted 
me ail interval, however short, of cheerfiilness and serenity ; and 
(particularly at my time of iiic) eucli a favour is to he received as 
an inestimable present, which it becomes me most assidnausly and 
vigUantly to improve. 

" The Westminster election closes on Saturday, and the result of 
the whole in this division is, that the metropolis, which sends 
eight members — four for London, two for Westminster, and two 
for Southwark — has not sent, in its whole number, one old sup- 
porter of the present Administration. The members for West- 
minster are RomiUy and Bnrdett; for Southwark, Calvert, a 
veteran Forite, and Sir Robert Wilson ; and for London, Alder- 

• Gudwin here alludes to pecuniary difSculliea. — Eu. 




ttatiirtiwlMllMBpnB, Md dMe cnaplr* b^ bemdi- 
doilr Mify. «he fOMol dcAat er tte HiMMr «mU bMc ton 
■iiwyt. iUfcHitliaBM|iHHd ttot the MiwtpaJ ■>>ority 
win iMMdiMd/ to diiiiaUiMl bjr foi^r orfi^TMa; «rina. 
gdo* pM^ M>f . ndbodj' CM Utt what thai rasr o^ id. 

" Hy Mnpadom tmU tm VMif < >■' 1 aooM add much to fbis 
Letter. I «■ Miim Iv 1un>w wtot jua are about, aod coold 
viitb, M yuu kinillj' My mi yarn paft, that I couJd bear from job 
m»tt tiuiUKuHy. I bMuw yea t» laafiaadoa under Italian skies, 
and uii<l4 Il«lka ttmury, and all (be pnxiutu antiquities of that 
MCmmUe ngfflL J ahndd be hafpy to huu- of Shellej's health, 
«f jwir MOipMfMa, and of tto progfen and improveiDent of 



" FatvwdJ ! Be ufcful, l« retpectable, be happr ! Such is the 
pmj'er of j'oor albctiuiutte bCher, 

" VA — Ur. Broo^Mm hae jurt lost hit cl»lt<Hi for Wtwbiiore- 
laad ; bat to appears to be wognine of Huecera at the next »}tp(tr- 
tonitj'. lie UmI 900 votes; lus competitors, 1,10«) and 1,200." 

From Mrg. SkeUey to Mrs, Giabortte, 

"Mtseik Madui, Sagni di L^cca, August IT^ ISIS. 

" It give mc great pleasure lo receive youi' letter after so 
long a nlcoce, when I hod begun to coDJecture a thousand reasona 
for it, and, aniung others, illneBs, in which I wns half ri);ht. In- 
deed, I am much concerned to hear of Mr. E.'s attaeks, and 
cerely hope that notlmif; will retard bis gpeedy recovery. Hia 
llnetfl givct me a slight hope that jou might now be induced to 
conw to the l»th^ if it were even to try the effect of the hot 
bathn. Yiiu would find the weather cool ; fcr we already feel in 
lhi« port of the world that the year is declining, by the cold 
moroiiit;! and evcninga. I have anoEbei selfuh reason to wish that 
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foa noald come, which I have a great mind not to mention ; jet 

I will not omit it, as it might induce you. Shelley and C are 

gone ; they went to-day to Venice on important business ; and I 
am. left to take care of the house, l^ow, it' all of you, or nny of 
you, would come and cheer my aolitade, it would be escecdingly 
kind. ] dare any you would find many of your friends here j 
among the rest there is the SignoTaFehcho, whom I believe you 
knew at Fisa. 

" Shelley and I have ridden almost every erening. C did 

the same at first ; hut she has been unlucky, and once fell from 
her horse, and hurt her knee eo as to knock her up for some time. 
It is the fashion here for all the English to ride ; and it is very 
pleasant on these fine evenings, H-hen we set out at sunset and are 
lighted home by Venus, Jupiter, and Diana, who kindiy lend us 
their light af^r the sleepy Apollo is gone to bed. The rood which 
we firequent is raised somewhat above, and overlooks, the river, 
le very fine points of view amongst these woody 



" Still, we know no one ; we apeak to one or two people at the 
Casino, and that ia aH. We live in our studious way, going on 
with Tasso, whom I like, hut who, now I have read more than 
half his poem, I do not know that 1 like so well as Arioeto. 
Shelley trannlated the Sijmpodvm in ten days. It ia a most beau- 
tiful piece of writing. I think you will be delighted with it. It 
is true that in many particulars it shocks our present manners ; 
but no one can be a reader of the works of antiijuity unless they 
can transport themselves from these to other times, and judge not 
by our, hut their, morality. 

" Shelley is tolerably well in health ; the hot weatherjjas done 
bjin good. We have been in high debate — nor have we come to 
any concludon — concerning the land or sea journey to Naples. 
We have been thinking that, when we want to go, although the 
equinox will be past, yet the equinoctial winds will hardly have 
spent themselves ; and I cannot express to you how I fear a stona 
at sea, with two such young children as William and Clara. Do 
you know the periods when the Mediterranean is troubled, and 
when the wintry halcyon days come ? However it may be, we 
shall see you before we proceed louthward. 
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" We have been reading Eustace's Ttnir through Ilalij. I do not 
wonder the ItnliaiiK reprinted it. Among other select Bpcciinens 
of his way of thinking, be says that the Romans did not derive 
their arts and learning from the Greeks ; that ItaUan ladies are 
cbaiite, and the lazzaroni honCHt and industrious ; luid that, aa to 
assassination and highway robbery in Italy, it ia all a calumny — no 
such thinga were ever heard of. Italy was the garden of Eden, 
and all the Italians Adams and Evea, until the blasts of hell 
(i. Ct the French — for by that polite name he designates them) 
came. By the by, an Italian servant stabbed an English one here, 
it was thought dangerously at first, but the man ia doing better. 

" I have scribbled a long letter, and I daresay you have long 
wished to be at the end of it. Well, now yon are ; so, my dear 
Mrs. Gisbome, with best remembrances, 

" Yours obliged and affectionately, 

"MaBY W. Sa£LLET." 

In Mrs. Shelley's journal of this year are recorded 
two amusing ghost stories, wliich may find a place here, 
for the edification of helievers in spoctraJ appearances : — 

" Tuesday^ October 20(A. — The Chevalier Mengaldo spends the 
evening at the Hoppnera', and relates several ghost slories — two 
that occurred to himself. 

" When the Chevalier was at the University, and very young, on 
returning home to pass the vacation he heard that the inhabitants 
of the town had been frightened by the mighty visitation of a 
ghost, who traversed the town from one end to the other; bo 
much to their terror, that no one would venture out after dark. 
The Chevalier felt a great curia^ity to see the ghoet, and stationed 
himself at the window of a bouae of one of bis iriends, by which 
the shadow always passed. Twelve o'clock struck; no ghost 
appeared. One ; half-past one. The Chevaher grew sleepy, and 
determined to return home. The town chiefly consisted, like most 
comitry towns, of one long street, and as the Chevalier, on his 
road home, was at one end of it, he saw at the other something 
white, hke a rabbit or greyhound, that appeared to advance 
towards him. He perceived that as he advanced it grew larger 
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and lo^er, and appeared to take a hunian form. The Chevalier 
coali) now no longer doubt bitt that it was the ghosl, aod felt his 
courage fail him, although he strove to master it as well aa he 
could. The figure, as it approached, grew gigantic, and the 
Chevalier crouched behind a column as it passed, -which it did 
with enormoua foofstepe. Aa it pasaed, it appeared all dressed in 
white ; the &ce was long and white, and its hand appeared of 
itself capable of covering the whole body of Mengaldo. 

" The Chevalier, when he was in the army, hod a duel with u 
brother officer, and wounded him in the arm. He wan very aorry 
at having wounded the young jiiaji, and attended him during its 
cnre ; so that when he got well they became firm and dear friends. 
Being quartered, I think, at Milan, the young officer feU despe- 
rately in love with the wife of a musician, who disdained his 
paedon. The young man became miserable, and Mengaldo con- 
tinually advised him to ask leave of absence — to hunt, to pay a 
visit, and in some way to divert his passion. One evening, the 
young man came to Mengaldo, and said, 'Well, I have asked 
leave of absence, and am to have it early to-morrow morning ; bo 
lend me your fowling-piece and cartridges, for I shall go to hunt 
for a fortnight.' Mengaldo gave it him ; and among hin bird-shot 
were some bullets, put there for safety, in case, while hunting, he 
should be attacked by a wolf, &c. 

" The young man said : ' Tell the lady I love that our conversa- 
tion has been chiefly about her to-night, and that her name was 
the last I spoke." ' Yea, yes,' s^d Mengaldo, ' I will say any- 
thing you please ; but do not talk of her any more — you must 
forget her.' On going away, the young man embraced Mengaldo 
warmly ; but the latter saw nothing more in it than his affectioD, 
combined with melancholy in separating himself from his niiatresE. 

" When Mengaldo was on guard, that night, he heard the report 
of a gun. He was first troubled and agitated by it, but afterwards 
thought no more of it, and when relieved from guard went to bed, 
although he passed a restless and sleepless night. In the morning 
early, some one knocked at the door. The nma said he had got 
the young officer's leave of absence, and had taken it to his house. 
A servant had opened the door, and he had gone upstairs ; but 
the officer's room-door was locked, and no one answered to hi* 
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knocking; but Gomethiag oozed tiiruugh ituder the door that ap- 
peared lite blood. Mengaido was dreadftilly terrified ; he hurried 
to hia IHend's hoiue, burst open the door, and found him stretched 
oa the ground. He had blown out liis braiiis, and his head and 
hruna were scattered ahotit the room, so that no part of the head 
remained on the shoulders. Mengaido ivas grieved and shocked, 
and bad a ferer in consequence, which lasted some days. When 
he was well, he got leave of absence, and went into the country to 
try to divert his mind. 

" One evening at moonhght, he was returning home from a walk, 
and (lasaing through a lane with a hedge on both sides, so high 
that he could not see over it. As he walked along, he heard a 
rustling in the bushes beside lum, and the figure of his friend 
issued from the hedge oud stood before him, as he had seen him 
after his death, without his head. This figure he saw many times 
afterwards, always in the same place. It was impalpable to the 
touch, and never spoke, although Mengaido ottcn addressed it. 
Once he took another person with him. The ^aaxe rostUng was 
heard; the same shadow stepped forth : his companion was dread- 
fully terriSed; he tried to cry, but his voice failed him, and he 
Fan off as quickly as he could." 

Under date "Novemlier 13thj 1818," Godvrin thus 

gossips with Shelley oti the events of the day, and on 
his own projects; — 

" I am at present deeply engaged upon Malthus. It goes on 
slowly, hnt so much the more surely (not the more surely as to 
its being ever finished, but the more surely) aa to its being finally 

' Fortie et in seipso totns teres alque rotnnilas, 
Extemi ne quid valeat per Iseve morari, 
Id qoem maaeat semper fortuua.' 

I have just discovered a train of reasoning which, if I am not 
mistaken, will utterly and for ever demolish bis geometrical 
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*- Y«a ae ain, I MffOK, ■JanMd if Ae vkkAwing Uk amir 
at W f p ^ j y fr^ FiaBM. Lwd Lmifool, vc uv tnU, hM is 
D of ov pcMe ott- 

tiinig in«AM. TUi ■ i^fned tobe owing to tk« tan aatMn 
tank in the Geaoal EkdMs. So br ■« tia>re mJiy made acne 
a d TB »« e in tbe nlc of imfroTeiDenl. 

•* Ibt bat kttera I leeand &om Muy •):« of tbe due of 
AnfDst 3rd and October lO. In the OcKdier letter, ibe a|>- 
pareatlf^ laboured under great depreasjon of Bpirila, in rrniar 
qnaice of tbe loa^ of ber infsni. I hope riie hM bj this Am 
leeomed ber accustomed time, and is bappy. 

" Very affectMHiatd; youra; 

•'WujaiM GoDwisi." 



From Mrs. ShAhy to Mrs, Gisbonie. 



*'Mr DEAR Mrs. Gisbobsb, Napin, Drt., 1818. 

" I auTES to answer jour kind letter u kko h we mv a 
little recoTered from the btigne of onr long journey, although I 
Btill feel wearied and oyercome by it,^6o you must expect a very 
itnpid letter. We set out from Este the day after J wrote to you. 
We remained one day at Ferrara and two at lloiofpi*, looking at 
tbe memorials preserved of Tasso and Ariosto in the former tnwu, 
and at tbe most exqni^te pictures in the latter, Ancrwinli, 
we proceeded along the coast road by Kiniiiu, Fsno, Fonmin- 
brone, &c. We saw tbe divine waterfall, Tcrni, and arrivcil oaMy 
at Home. We performed tbii journey with our own horwn, with 
Paolo to drive us, which we found a very ecnnnmical, liut a very 
disagreeable, way; so we shall not attempt it agniii. 'I'o you, 
who have teen Rome, I need not say how enchanted we were witli 
the first view of Rome and ils auiiquitics. One drawback they 
have at present, which I hope will be fully compensated for in tlia 
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fiiture. The ruins are filled with galley slaves at work. They 
are propping the Coliseum, anci making very deep excavations 
in the Forum. We remuned a week at Home, and our fears for 
the journey to Naples were entirely removed. Tliey said here 
that there bad not been a robbery on the road for eight montha. 
This we found afterwards to be an esaggerstion ; but it tranquil- 
lized us so much that Shelley went on ttrst, to secure ue lodgings, 
and we followed a day or two after. We found llie road guarded, 
and the only part of the road where there was any talk of fear 
was between Terracina and Fondi, when it was not thought 
desirable we should set out from the former pkce lieforc daylight. 
Shelley travelled with a Lombard tiicrchaiit and a Neapolitan 
priest. He remained only two nights on the road, and he went 
veterimi ; so you may gueas he had to travel early and late. The 
priest, a great, strong, muscular fellow, was almost in convulsions 
with fear, to travel before daylight along the Pontine marshes. 
There was talk of two bishops murdered, and that touched him 
nearly. The robbers spare foreigners, but never Neapolitan men, 
ii' they are young and strong ; so he was the worst off of the 
party. The merchant did not feel very comfortable and they 
were both surprised at Shelley's quietness. That quiet was dis- 
tnrbed, however, between Capua and Naples, by an aasaasination 
committed in broad daylight before their eyes. A young man ran 
out of a shop on the road, followed by a woman armed with a. 
great stick and a man with a great knife. The man overtook 
him, and stabbed him in the nape of the neck, so that he fell 
down instantly, stone dead. The fearful priest laughed heartily 
at Shelley's horror on the occasion. 

" Well, we are now settled in comfortable lodgings, which Shelley 
took for three louis a week, opposite the Royal Gardens — you no 
doubt remember the situation. We have a full view of the bay 
from our windows; so I think we are well off. As yet, we have 
seen nothing ; but we shall soon make some excnrdDns in the 




" Ever yours affectionately, 

" Maby W. Shbllet." 
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CHAPTER IX. 



■'PROMETHEUS UNBOUKD:" THE " CENCI. 
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The early part of the year 1819 was spent by the 
Shelleya at Naples, and was diversified by excursions 
to PiBstum, Pompeii, Hercnlaneum, Vesuvius, Baiip, 
Lago d'Agnano, &c. ; but in Marcli tliey returned to 
Rome, wLere every day was occupied in explorations 
and visits, in wanderings among the sublime ruins of 
antic^uitj, and in meditations on the past Their hap- 
piness, however, was soon interrupted by the death, in 
the early summer, of their son William — at that time 
their only surviving eljiid. Shelley suffered the deepest 
anguish from this event ; and the grief of Mrs. Shelley 
was no less. The child was buried in the English 
cemeterj*; in allusion to which place Shelley wrote :— 
"This spot is the repository of a sacred loss, of which 
the yearnings of a parent's heart are now prophetic ; 
he is rendered immortal by love, as his memory is by 
death. My beloved child lies buried here. I envy- 
death the body far less than the oppressors the minds 
of those whom they have torn from me. Tlie one 
can only kill the body; the other crushes the affec- 
tions." 
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Hatping on the same mournful string, he thus ad- 
dresses his dead child in verse : — 
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" My lost William, thou in whom 

Some bright spirit lived, and did 
That decaying robe consume 

Which its lustre faintly hid, 
Here its ashes find a tomb ; 

But beneath this pyramid 
Thou art not. If a thing divine. 
Like thee, can dio, thy funeral shrine 
Lt thy mother's grief and mine." 

In the spring of 1819, Slielley wrote one of the 
greatest of his works, the FromeVieus Unbound, The 
Spot he selected for his atndy was that occupied hy 
the rained haths of Caracalla — a ma^e of gigantic 
chambers, open to the sky, and carpeted with Tcrdiu-e ; 
of shattered towers, wreathed with a drapery of glorions 
weeds and trailing ivy, with which the stonework has 
become almost Incorporated; of hei^d masses of ma- 
sonry, out of which spring groves of flowering shraha ; 
of broken arches, winding staircases, and hidden nooks 
for solitary thought Here he worked with wonderfbl 
assiduity, and very soon coimpleted the drama in three 
acts : the fourth was added several mouths after, when 
the poet was at Florence. AH attentive readers of this 
wonderful work will agree with Mrs. Shelley in think- 
ing that the lucent atmosphere of Rome, the exquisite 
-vegetation of the surrounding wastes, and the sublime 
objects of art, whether of antiquity or of later times, 
which met his eyes in every direction, helped the sensi- 
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tive imagination of Slielley to conceive those Biiper- 
human visions of loveliness and awful might which 
throng the scenes of Prometheus Unbound. But only 
his own subtle, and ahnoat instinctive, apprehension of 
metaphysical analogies could have enabled hini to 
endow his ideal characters with a language proper to 
the abstract ideas which they typify. This is the intui- 
tion of genius, which can not only create an imaginary 
world, but can govern it by laws in harmony with 
themselves and with that which they control. The 
personifications of Shelley's mythological drama are 
not the vagne idealisms of a yonng poet seeking for 
e^ct ; they have a deep psychological meaning. The 
poetry which they utter is like the language of beings 
wakening, in the fresh dawn of the world, to the 
mystery of their own emotions and the miraculous 
loveliness of the universe. We seem to behold the 
elemental splendour of things disarrayed of that indif- 
ference which springs from our superficial familiarity, 
and from the deadening effect of our conventional 
existence. 

The drama, though written in 1619, was not pub- 
lished till 1820. 

Several of Shelley's letters about this period have 
reference to a project, which he set on foot, of a steam- 
Imat to ply between Marseilles and Leghorn: the con- 
struction of this boat was to be managed by Mr. Revc- 
ley, the son of Mrs. Gisbome by a former marriage, to 
whom reference has already been made, and who was 

engineer. The pecuniary profit was to belong solely 
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to Mr. Eeveley ; but Shelley took a fervent interest in 
tJie undertaking, for its own sake. It was not puerile 
vanity, but the nobler feeling of honest pride, that 
made him enjoy the idea of being the first to introduce 
steam navigation into the Gulf of Lyons, and to glory 
in the consciousness of being in this manner useful to 
his fellow-creatures. Unfortunately, ho was condemned 
to experience a failiu:e. The prospects and views of 
bis friends drew them to England, and the boat and 
engine were abandoned. Shelley was deeply disap- 
pointed ; yet it will be seen how generously he excul- 
pates his friends to themselves, and relieves them from 
the rogrct they might naturally feel at having thus 
wasted lus money and disappointed his desires. 

From Mrs. Shelley to Mrs, Ghborne. 

" Rome, Monday, 
" Mt DE4B Mas. GiSBOBNE, April 26tt, 1819. 

" We already begin to feci, or think we feel, the effects of the 
Koman air, produciDg cold, depression, and even fever, to the 
feeblest of our party ; so we emigrate a month earlier than we 
intended, and on the 7th of May leave this delightful city for the 
Bay of Naples, intending, if possible, to settle for some months at 
Castel del Mare. The physicians prognosticate good to Shelley 
fhjra a Neapolilan summer. He has been very unwetl lately, and 
is very fiir from well now; but I hope that he is getting Op 

"Yesterday evening, I met at a conversazione the true model of 
Biddy Fudge's lover— an Englishman with 'the liear Corsair ex- 
pression, half savage, half soft,' with the beautiful misture of 
'Abelard and old Blucher,' and his forehead 'rather bald, but 
o warlike,' and his moastachios, on which the lamp shone w 



fine effect. When I beard b 



i called Signer Colonello, I 
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could not restrain a aniile, which nearly degeuerated into laiigliler 
ivhen I thought we had Colonel Calicot in Rome. Presently he 
began, in very good Italian, which, though Englishly pronounced, 
[was] yet better spoken than any other Eogliahmau that 1 have 
heard, to give an account of his warlike feats, and how nt Lisbon 
he had put to flight thirty well-armed and well-mounted robbers 
(he on foot), with two pistols that never missed their aiin. There 
can be but one such mim in the world, aa yon will be convinced 
when I tell you that, while I was admiring his extraordinary 

prowess, C whispered to me, " It is Colonel F h." 

" You asked me to tell you what I had heard of him at Venice. 
Only one or two ebahby tricks too long for a letter ; and that an 
officer who served in Spain, of tbe same regiment to which he 

pretends to belong, vowa that there was no Colonel F h there. 

Report says that he is a i)ar8on, and Lord B.'b nickname for his 

particular friend is the Reverend Colonel F h. 

" We have been very gay in Rome, aa I dare say you have heard, 
with the visit of the Emperor of Austria, who, they whisper, 
wishes to lake the Roman States into the keeping of the Holy 
Roman Empire : thia would be a fa:ll (to say the least of it) from 
nothingness to bell. There was a feast given at the Capitol. 
The three palacea were joined by a gallery, and the whole 
litmg with silk, and illuminated in The most magnificent manner; 
and the dying Gladiator, aurrouaded by his Apollos and Venuses, 
shone forth very beautifully. There were very fine fireworks, and 
a supper not at all in the Italian taste, for there was an abundance 
which did honour to the old Cardinal who superintended the/cte. 
Every one was pleased, and the Romans in ecstacies. I have not 
room to tell you how gracefully the old venerable Pope fulfilled 
the church ceremonies, or how surprised and delighted we were 
with the lighting up of St. Peter's ; all that must serve for gossip 
when we meet. When will that be ? We saw nobody at Naples ; 
but we see a few people here. Tbe Italian character does not 
improve upon us. By the by, we have given an introduction for 
you (which I do not think will be presented) to a Roman lady, a 
painter and authoress, very old, very miserly, and very mean — 
perhaps you know Iier. She eaya that she thinks she remembers 
your name. 



k. 



114 SHELLEY MEMOELAXS. 

"I am in better health and spirits than when I last vrote, and 
make no ceremonj of writing without receiving ansvrers. Shelley 

" Affectionately yours, 

"M. W. Sanr-LEY." 



The ai'dour of intellectual creation must at this time 
have possessed Shelley to an extraordinary degree. 
Ko sooner had lie finished the first thi-ee acta of 
■Protnetfieua Unbound, than he began the Cetici; and, 
as the former work waa written during the spring, 
and the date of tlie dedication of the latter is May 29th, 
the composition of the tragedy must have heen pushed 
forward with great rapidity, though the work was not 
completed till a month or two after the date indicated. 
The dedication is to Leigh Hunt, and shows the high 
regard which Shelley entertained for the friend who, 
perhaps above all others, understood his nature and 
his genius. The origin of the tragedy is to be found 
in an old manuscript account of the story of the Cenci 
which a friend put into Shelley's hands while he was 
at Rome, and of whioh a translation is pubhshed by 
Mrs. Shelley in her edition of the poems. The poet's 
interest in the unhappy victim, Beatrice, was increased 
by seeing her portraits in the Colonna and Doria 
Palaces {the former by Guido); and he at first wished 
Mrs. Shelley to make the story the subject of a play- 
by herself, as he conceived that she possessed a dramatic 
faculty, and that he had none whatever, — for the 
pTOmeiheus Unbound is clearly not a drama in the 
ordinary sense of the word, but a poem, taking the 
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r fcrm of action. He had already made one or two 
attempts of a more strictly dramatic kind, but had 
thrown them aside in disgust: nevertheleas, he was 
persuaded hy Mrs. Shelley to undertake the tragedy 
o£ the Cend, and he frequently consulted her during its 
progress (the only time he submitted to her judgment 
any of his writings while they were being composed), 
and talked over the arrangement of the scenes from 
day to day. 

While the work proceeded, the illness and death of 
the little boy, WiUiam, took place — an affliction which 
drove the broken-hearted parents to the neighbourhood 
of Leghorn, where they took a small house (Villa 
Valaovano), about halfway between the city and Monte 
Nero. " Our villa," says Ma'S. Shelley, " waa situated 
in the midst of a podere : the peasants sang as tliey 
worked heneatli our window during the heats of a 
very hot summer, and in tlie evening the watei'-wheel 
creaked as the process of irrigation went on, and the 
fireflies flashed from among the myrtle heilges. Nature 
was bright, sunahuiy, and cheerftil, or diversified by 
storms of a majestic terror, such as we had never before 
witnessed." A small terrace, roofed and glared, at 
the top of the house, was converted hy SheUey into 
a study ; and here he conld bask in the light and 
heat of an Italian summer (never too intense for him), 
or watch the processional march of tlie tempests over 
, the near ocean. The greater part of the Cend was 
written in this retreat 

Wishing to see his drama acted at Coveut Garden, 
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with Miss O'Neil as the heroine, Shelley wrote to a 
friend in London (Wv, Peacock), requesting tliat he 
wotJd open negotiations with the manager. In address- 
ing Mr. Peacock, he says of the newly-completed work 
that his " principal doubt as to whether it would 
succeed as an acting play liangs entirely" on the 
\ frightful nature of the story; but he thinks that the 
delicacy with which he has treated the facts will remove 
I any objection. It did not do so, however, for the 
\ manager declined to accept the work, on the gi-ound 
anticipated by its author ; yet, at the same time, he 
expressed his desire that the writer (whose name was 
not mentioned to him*) would compose a play on some 
other subject, adding that he would gladly produce it. 
In the same letter, Shelley observes ; — " I am exceed- 
ingly interested iii the question of whether tliis attempt 
of mine will succeed or not. I am strongly inclined 
to the aflirmative, at present, foimding my hopes on 
this, that, as a composition, it is certainly not inferior 
to any of the modem plays that have been acted, witli 
the exception of Remorse ; that the interest of the plot 
is incredibly greater and more real ; and that there 
is nothing but ■ what the multitude are contented to 
believe that they can understand, either in imagery, 
opinion, or Bentiment." With respect to Miss O'Neil 
in the character of Beatrice, Shelley exclaims—" God 
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forbid tliat I should see her play it I It would tear my 
nerves to pieces." 

In anotJier letter, the poet writes : — " I have been ' 
cautious to avoid the introducing faults of youthful , 
composition ; diffuaeness, a profusion of inapplicable ' 
imagery, vagueness, generality, and, as Hamlet says, ] 
'words, words.'" The play is, in trutli, a wonderful ■ 
instance of mature judgment and self-control — the more- 
extraordinaiy when we r.eflect that the author was 
barely seven-and-twenty when he wrote it, and that / 
the peculiar tendency of his genins was towards an 
excessive affluence of imagination and fancy, and the 
embodiment of thoughts tho most evanescent and im- 
palpable in forms the most gorgeous and transcendent. 
The Cenci occupies entirely different ground. Everj-- 
where we feel the earth under our feet. The characters ' 
are not personifications of abstract ideas, but are true 
human beings, speaking, indeed, a language exalted 
by passion, but, nevertheless, a language which has its 
roots in nature, and draws its sustenance from life. 
Awful are those revelations of the monstrous heart 
of the old man ; tremendous in their hopeless agony 
and desolation those staggerings of the mind of Beatrice 
on the brink of madness ; angelical, in its serene re- 
demption from trajisitory error, that spirit of resignation 
and immortal love which rises, towards tho close of the 
play, out of the hell of the earlier parts, and finds | 
its most lovely expression in the final words. Never 
did poet more exquisitely show the triumph of Good I 
over Evil than Shellev has done in that hushed and I 
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sacred ending. It Is a voice out of fJie very depths of 
the suffering patience of humanity. But, indeed, the 
play throughout c^mes nearer to Shakspcare than any 
other writer has approached since Shakspeare's time. 

Strange to say, however, Shelley, though frequently 
urged hy his friends, would never again write in the 
same manner, asserting that his natural tastee lay in a. 
•totally different direction. 

The first edition of the Cend was printed in Italy, 
and sent to London for publication. It was received 
with a degree of enthusiasm, to whicli no other work 
of SLelley attained during his life; and in 1821 a 
second edition was printed in England. In a letter 
to Mr. Oilier, his publisher, dated "Leghorn, Sep- 
tember 6th, 1819," Shelley alludes both to Prometheus 
Unbound and to the Cenoi. 

FTOm Shelleij to Mr. Oilier. 
"Dear Sm, 

"Ibbceitbd your packet with Hunt's picture about afort- 
nigfat ago; and your letter with Nos. 1, 2, and 3 yesterday, but 
not 'So. 4, wliich is probably lost or nuHkid, through the extreme 
irregularity of tlie Italian poet. 

"The ill account you giTeoffhe successor my poetical attempts, 
sufficiently accounts for yonr silence ; but I helieve that the truth 
is, Z write less lor the public than for myself. Considering that 
perhaps the parcel will be another year oit its Toyage, I rathtr 
wish, if this letter arrives in time, that you would send the 
Qaarterly'i artide by the post, and the rest of the Reviem in the 
parcel. Of course, it gives ma a certain degree of pleasure to 
know that any one likes my writings; but it is objection aud 
ounily alone that rouses my cariosity. My Prometheus, which has 
been long tinished, is now being transcribed, and will soon te 
forwarded to you for publication. It is, in my judgment, of n 
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Mgher character thnn anything I hsTe yet attempted, and is 
perhaps less an imitation of anything that has gone before 
I shall also send you another work, calculated to pro- 
duce a very popular effect, and totally in a different style 
inything I have yet composed. This will he sent already 
I printed. The PromcOtevs yon will he ao good as to print as 

" In the Eosalind and Helen, I see there are some |few errors, 
which arc no much the worse because they are errors in the sense. 
' If there should be any danger of a second edition, I ■will correct 

" I have read your AWmm., and Keats's poem and Lamb'n works. 

I Por the second in this list, much praiae ia due to me for having 

I read it, the autbor's intention appearing to be that no person 

I ^KHild possibly get to the end of it. Yet it is fnll of some of the 

[ Irigbcst and the finest gleams of poetry ; indeed, everything seems 

* to be viewed by the raind of a poet which ia described in it. I 

think, if he had printed about fifty pages of fragments from it, I 

idiould have been led to sdmire Keats as a poet more than I ought, 

of which there ia now no danger. In^Mamyonhavesmprisedand 

delighted me. It is a natural story, most unaffectedly told ; and, 

' what is more, told in a strain of very pure and powerful English, 

I which is a very rare merit. You seem to have studied our ian- 

' guage to some purpose ; but I suppose I ought to have waited for 

laeailia. 

"The same day that your letter came, came the news of the 

Manchester work, and the torrent of my indignation haa not yet 

done boiling in my veins. I wait anxiously to hear how the 

. country will express its sense of this bloody, murderous oppres- 

I inon of its destroyers. ' Something must be done. Wbat, yet I 

' fa™ not.- • 

" In your parcel (which I pray yon to send in sonie safe 
manner, forwarding to me the hill of lading, &c., in a regular 
mercantile way, so flat my parcel may come in six weeks, 
sot twelve months) send me Jones' Greek Grammar and some 
I Maljng-wax. 

from the Cenei. — Ed, 
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" Whenever I publish, send copiea of mj books to the fullomng 



people from n 
" Mr, Biir.1, 
" Mr, Godwin, 
" Mr- Hogg, 
" Mr. Peacock, 



Mr. Kcalii, 
Mr. Thomas Moore, 
Mr. Horace Smith, 
Lord Byron (at Murray's) . 
" Yours, obliged and faithful, 

"Fbbct B. Shelley." 



The reference to Keats in this letter is curious, coii- 
Bidering the high admiration which Shelley aftei-wards 
felt for his writings. But the truth is that Keats's first 
■volume (which is the book here alluded to) contained 
a great deal of what was raw, youthful, aJid weak, 
togetlier with passages reflecting, as Shelley rightly 
says, " the highest and the finest gleams of poelrj" — 
passages prophetic of the future achievements of the 
young genius, 

Another letter to Mr. Oilier contains further allusion 
to the C^ici, and some scornful remarks on Quarterly 
Revuw slanders : — 

"Dbab Sib, Florence, Oct. 15, 1819. 

"Th£ droll remarks of the Qaarterly, and Hunt's kind 
defence, arrived as safe as such poison, and safer than such an 
antidote, usually do. 

" I am on the point of sending to you 250 copies of a work 
which I have printed in Italy ; which you will have to pay four 
or five pounds duty upon, on my account. Hunt will tell you 
the Mnd of thing it is, and in the course of the winter I shall send 
. directions for its publication, witil the arrival of which direclioat, 
I request that you would have the kindness not to open the bos, or, 
if by necessity it is opened, to abstain from observing yovrself, or 
permitting othirs to observe, tchat it contaiM.* I trust this con- 
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fidently to you, it being of consequence. Meanwhile, assure yonr- 
self that tliia work Las no refereooe, direct or indirect, to politics, 
or religion, or personal satire, and that this precaution ia merelj- 
literary. 

" The Frometliejts, a poem in my heat style, whatever that may 
lount to, will arrive with it, hut in MS., which you can print 
' Kid publish in the season. It is the most perfect of my pro- 
; ductions. 

" Southey wrote the article in question, I am well aware. Oh- 
lerve the impudence of the man in speaking of himself. The 
' only remark worth notice in. this piece is the assertion that I 
tate Awards worth. It may aa well he said that Lord Byron 
imitates Wordsworth, or that Wordsworth imitates Lord Byron, 
I both being great poets, and deriving from the new springs of 
1 thought and feeling, which the great events of our age have 
I exposed to view, a similar tone of sentiment, imagery, and ex- 
I pressioQ. A certain similarity all the best writers of any par- 
ticular age inevitably arc marked with, from the spirit of that age 
acting on all. This I had esplnined in my Preface, which the 
writer was too disingenuous to advert to. As to the other trash, 
And particularly that lame attack ou my personal character, wiiich 
WHS meant so ill, and which T am not the man to feel, 'tis nil 
[ nothing. I am glad, witii respect to that part of it which alludes 
' to Uunt, that it should so hiive happened that I dedicate, as you 
will see, a work which has all the capacities for being popular to 
that excellent person. I was amused, too, with the finale ; it is 
like the end of the first act of an opera, when that tremendous 
concordant discord sets up from the orchestra, and everylwdy 
talks and sings at once. It describes the result of my battle with 
their Omnipotent God ; his pulling me under the sea by the hair 
of my he«d, like Pharaoh; my calling out like the devil who was 
game to the last ; swearing and curing in all comic and horrid 
oaths, like a French postilion on Mount Cenis ; entreating erery- 
body to drown themselves ; pretendii>g not to be drowned myself 
when I am drowned ; and, lastly, being drowned.* 



* Shelley't fluent allusions t 
iagnlar, — Ed, 
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" You waiild do ma a psrticalar kindncsa if ^u wonld call on 
Hunt, and aak him whea iny parcel went, the name of the ship, 
and the name of the captain, and whether he has any hill of 
lading', which, if liu lias, you would oblige mehy sending, together 
with the rest of the information, hy return of post, addressed to 
the Post Office, Plorence. 

" Yonrs Teiy sincerely, 

" P. B. Shbllet." 



From Shelley to Mr. Oilier. 

"Dbae Sir, Florence, December I5th, 1819. 

" Pbat give Mr. Procter my best thanks for Lis polite 
attention. I read the article you enclosed with the pleasure 
which every one fccb, of course, when they are praised or de- 
fended; though the praise would have given me more pleasure if 
it had heen less excessive. I am glad, however, to see the 
Quarterly cut up, and that hy one of their own people. Foor 
Souihey has enough to endure. Do you know, I think the 
article in Blackwimd could not have been written by a favourer of 
Gkivemmcnt, and a religionist. I don't believe any siich one could 
ancerely like my writings. After all, is it not some friend in 
disguinc, and don't you know wTio wrote it ? 

" There is one very droll thing in the Qtiarterhj. They nay that 
'my chariot-wheela are broken.' Heaven forbid! My chariot, 
you may tell them, was built by one of the best makers in Bond 
Street, and it has gone several thousand miles in perfect security. 
What a comical thing it would be to make the following adver- 
tisement !^' A report having prevailed, in consequence of some 
inranoationa in the Quarterly .Rcpieic, that Mr. Shelley's chariot- 
wheels are broken, Mr. Charters, of Bond Street, begs to assnre 
the public that they, after having carried him through Italy, 
Prance, and Switzerland, still continne in excellent repair.' 

"When the box conies, you may write anotc to Mr. Peacock; or 
it would be better to call on him, and ask if my tragedy is accepted f 
If not, publish what you find in the box. I think it will sncceed as 
a publication. Let Prometheus be printed without delay. Too will 
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e the additionB, n-hich Mrs. S. is now traDscribing, in a few 
da3'a. It has already been read to many persona. My Promelheus 
is tbe beet thing I ever wrote. 

"Pray, what have you done with Peter BeUf Aak Mr. Hunt for 
it, and for some other poeme of a similar character I sent him to 
give you to publish. I think Peter not bad in hia way ; but per- 
haps uo one will believe in auythiog in the shape of a joke &om 

" Of course with my nest box you will aend mc the Sramalic 
Sketches.* I hare only seen the extracts in the Examiner. They 
have Eome pas-sages painfully beautiful. When I eousider the 
vivid energy to whitJi the minds of men are awakened in this age 
of ours, ought I not fo congratulate myself that 1 am a, contem- 
porary with names which are great, or wil! be great, or ought to 
be great? 

" Have yon seen my poem, Julian and Maddcdo f Suppose you 
print that in the manner of Hunt's Hero and Lemtder ; for I mean 
to write three other poems, the scenes of which will be laid at 
Kome, Florence, and Naples, but tbe subjects of which will 
be alt drawn from dreadfol or beautiiiil reaUties, as that of 
this was. 

"If I have heaJth bat I will neither boast nor promise. I 

am preparing an octavo on rei'orm — a commonplace kind of book 
— which, now that I see the paasion of party will postpone the 
great struggle till another year, I shall not trouble myself to finish 
for this season. T intend it to be an instructive and readable 
book, appealing from the passions to the reason of men. 

"Yours very sincerely, 
. -'P.B. S." 

It will be seen from the date of the last two letters 

that the Shelleys had removed from Leghorn to 

Florence. They did so in the early part of October ; 

but, though Shelley was delighted with the latter city 

■'(one of the most glorious in Italy), he found that tlie 

• By Mr. Procter.— En. 
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air did not suit hinij and early in the following year 
he moved again. 

The " Manchester Vork," to wliich Shelley alludes 
in the letter of September 6th, was the slaughter, Ijy 
a body of mounted yeomaiiry, of several wretchetl men 
and women who had attended a large reform meeting 
in the open air, at Peterloo, near the great, cotton 
metropolis. This horrible affaii- suggested to Shelley 
his Masque of Anarchy, which he sent to Leigh Hunt 
to be published by him, if he thought fit, in the 
Examiner. Leigh Hunt, however, did not insert it, 
because he thought the public miud was hardly in a fit 
state to receive a poem which was of a nature rather 
to increase than to ealm the excitement already existing 
with respect to the massacre ; but he gave it to the 
world in a small volume which appeared in the year 
1S32. In this poem, as in the Cenci, Shelley has 
shown his capacity to speak directly to the heart ; yet 
it is fall of imagination, also, and of exquisite musical 
utterance. Several of his other minor poems written 
in this same year were likewise prompted by the 
political state of England, which, at that time, under 
the profligate rule of the Prince Regent and the re- 
actionary counsels of Lord Castlereagh, was fast 
becoming one with the worst Continental tyrannies. 
Peter Bell the Third was a satii'e on Wordsworth for 
deserting bis youthful advocacy of liberty. It was 
not published till after Shelley's death. 

The article in the Quarterly Review was a criticism 
on the Revolt of Islam. Shelley read it for the first 
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time at a public room in Florence, amd langbed loudly 
at its absurdity. Yet the calumnies it contained pro- 
bably led to a dastardly attack on him at the Post 
Office by an Englishman, who, addressing him as an 
Atheist, knocked him down, and ran oS, Se^'eral 
efforts were made by Shelley to discorer and punish 
the cowardly scoundrel; but they &iled« The poor 
fanatic effectually shrouded himself in secrecy. 

Writing to her friend, Mrs. Gisbome, from Florence, 
on the 5th of October, Mrs. Shelley reports a witty 
remark by her husband, which ought to be preserved* 
" Shelley," she records, ** Calderonized on the late 
weather: he called it an epic of rain, with an 
episode of frost, and a few similes concerning fine 
weather." 

Shelley was at this time greatly troubled by the 
failure of his usual remittances from England, owing 
to some cause which he could not divine. In a 
letter to Mrs. Gisbome, dated October 14th, b<? 
says : — 

^' About Henry and the steam-engine, I am in tortore until ihin 
money comes from London, thongh I am sore that it must and 
will come ; unless, indeed, my banker has broke, and then it will 
be my loss, not Henry's. A little deUy will mend the matter, 
I would then write instantly to London an effectual letter, and 
by return of post all woold be set right. It would then \ms a 
thing easily set straight; but, if it were not, you know me too 
well not to know that there is no personal suffering, or degrada- 
tion, or toil, or anything that ean be named, with which Ido Wft 
feel myself bound to support thia enterprise of I£enry. But all 
this rhodomantade only shows bow correct Mr. Bielby'* advlee 
was, about the discipline uccciwry fcr my imaginatJoiL NodonH 
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that all win go on witli mercantile and commonplace exactness, 
and that you will be spared the auSering, and I the virtue, inciileut 
to aome untoward event." 



■rote as follows to Mrs. Gisbome 



A week later, he ■ 
and her son : — 
" Mt seab FRiBimB, Florence, Oct 21jt, I8I9. 

" I BENn you a cheque for 111 sequins, 5 pauls, the produce 
of RiXy pounds, to go on with. It must be presented and indorsed 
by Henry, to get the money. The 2001, will arrive in a few days. 

"My sincerest cougratulBtiona to Mr. Giabome on hia arrival. 

"I write these lines in a stationer's close to the Post Office, and 
in great haste, not to miss the post. 

"Febcy B. Shellbi." 

We next come to a letter of Mendly reproof, addressed 
to Mr. Henry Reveley : — 
"Mt deab IIbnht, Oci.2Slh^ 1819. 

" Is the first place, listen to a reproach : you ought to have 
sent me an acknowledgment of niy last billet. 

" Let you and I try if wc cannot be as punctual and business- 
like as the best of them. But no chppiug and coining, if yon 

"Now take this that I say in a light just so serious as not to 
give you pain. In fact, my dear fellow, my motive for soUciting 
your correspondence, and that flowing trom your own mind, and 
clothed in your own words, is, that you may begin to accustom 
to discipline yourself in the only practice of life in which you 
appear deficient. Tou know that you are writing to » person 
persuaded of all the confidence and respect due to your powers in 
those branches of science to which you have addicted yourself; 
and you will not permit a false shame with regard to the mere 
mechanical arrangement of words to overbalance the advantage 
arising from the free communication of ideas. Thus you will 
become day by day more skilful in the management of that in- 
strument of their communication on which the attainment of & 



k person's j 



person's just rank in society depends. Do oot think, me airogant. 
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Ihere are subjects of the highest importanc, on which you are 
far better qualified to instruct me, thaa I am qualified to instruct 
you on thia subject. 

I " Your very fiidiful friend, 

m " p. B. s." 

n Addressing the Gisbomes on the same day, Shelley 
ogam refers to the unsatisfactory state of his finances : — 

"Mr DEAK FBiEiiDs, Florence, Oct. 2Sih, 1819. 

"I BECEivEDthia morning the strange and unexpected news 
that taj bill of 2001. has been returned to Mr. Webb protested. 
Ultimately this can he nothing but delay, as I hare only drann 
from my banker's hands aa much as to leave them still in possea- 
sioa of sol. ; and thia I positively know, and can prove by 
documents. By return of post (for I have not only written to 
my banker, but to private friends} no doubt Henry will be enabled 
to proceed. Let him, meanwhile, du all that can be donu. 

" Meanwhile, to save time, could not money be obtained tempo- 
rarily, at Livorno, from Mr. W — — or Mr. G , or any of 

your acquaintance, on my bills at three or six months, iudorsed 
by Mr. Gisbome and Henry, so that he may go on with bia work ? 
If a month is of consequence, think of thia. 

"Be of good cheer. Madonna nu'o; all will go well. The enclosed 
is for Henry, and was written before this news, as he will see ; 
but it does not, strange as it is, abate one atom of my cheer. 
" Accept, deal Mrs. G., my best regards. 
I " Yours faithfully. 



r Oji November 13tb, Shelley writes to Leigh Hunt : — 
''Yesterday raoriiing, Mary brought me a little boy. 
She suffered but two bom-s' jialu, and is now so well 
that it seems a wonder that ahe stays iu bed. The babe 
is also quite well, and has begun to suck. Tou may 
imagine tliat this ia a great relief and a great comfort 
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to me amongst all my misfortiinesj jiast, pi'eseiitj aiid to 
come. . . . Poor Mary begins (for the first time) 
to look a little consoled ; for we have spent, as you may 
imagine, a miserable five months." The same domestic 
event is touched upon by Mrs. Shelley herself in a 
letter to Mrs. Gisbome : — 

"My dbak Mhs. G,, Decemhtr Uf, 1819. 

" The little boy is nearly three tiiuea as big ax when lie was 
bora ; he thrives well and cries little, and is now taking a right- 
down, earneat sleep, with all hia heart in his shut eyes. 

"There are some ladies come to this house ivho knew Shellcy'a 
family : the younger one was entausiasmee to see him; the elder 
said that he was a very shocking man, but, finding that we became 
the mode, she melted, and paid ua a visit. She is a little old 
Welshwoman, without the slightest education. She baa got an 
Italian master, and has entered iato the difficult part of the 
language, the singulars and plurals — the iT» and the lo's, and is to 
turn masciilinee into feminines, Siud femioines into mascnhnea ; but 
she says she does not think she shall ever learn, for she cannot 
help mixing Welsh with her Italian — and, besides, it spoils her 
French. She speaks the sweetest French, as you may judge by 
her telling her master, ^Je ne peut lire aUcune plus,' 

" The younger lady was a ward of one of Shelley's uncles. She 
is lively and unaffected. She sings well for an English deliitante, 
and, if she would learn the scales, would sing exceedingly well, 
for she has a sweet voice. So there is a great deal of good com- 
pany for C~. — ■, who ia as busy as a bee aiiiong them all, serring 
as an interpreter to their masters. he has a most excellent sing- 
ing master, and he now teaches several other young ladies who 
are here. One who had had a very cross master in England, when 
told to sing sol, burst into tears. The poor man was aghast. 
" Non capisco questo effetto." 

" I do not know why I write all this gossip to you- Pray let us 
hear of yon, and the steamboat, and the felucca. 

" Affectionately yours, 

•■ M. W. Shkllby." 
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Writing to Mrs. Gisbonie on December 15th, Mi-s. 
Bbelley says : — 

" Ymi see, my dear friend, by the receipt of your crowns, that 
we have recovered !00/. of our money. There ia still lOOZ. in 
jeopardy; but we must hope, aiid perhaps, by dint of giving it 

up ns lost, we may find it again .1 have begun 

reading with Sheiley the Coaipiesfa di Mexico, by Solio. We have 
read very little yet. I send you something to amu jo ■ — the 
bnne and antidote. The bane irom the Quarterlj the antidote 
from Biackumods Edinburgk Magazine, a publicul on as funous 
fia the Quarierly, but which takes up arms (singula ly enough) 
in Shelley's defence. We half think that it must bt ^\ alt bcott, 
the only liberal man of that faction." 

Some days later, Mrs. Shelley again wrote to her 
friend, Mrs, Gisbonie : — 

I "Mt oeab IfRs. GisBoBNB, FloTence, Dec. 26th, ISIS. 

' " I A» glad you are pleased with the Projuetkeiu. The 

last act, though very beautiM, is certaiuly the most mystic of 
the four. 1 am glad also tliat Spenser pleases you, for he is a 
favourite author of mine. In his days, I fancy, translations and 
plagiari!<ms were not considered so disgraceful as they are now. 
You have not all of him, and therefore perhaps you have not read. 
the parts that I particularly admire * — the snowy Floriiael, Bel- 
ph<ebe, and her Squire lover (who are half meant for Queen 
Elizabeth and Lord Esses). Britoroart is only an imitation ; she 
is cold and dull ; but the others, and the lovely Una, are his own 
creations, and 1 own 1 like them better than Angelica, although, 
indeed, the thought of her night scene with Sladotaf came across 
mc, and made me pause as I wrote the opinion. But, perhaps, it 
is not in pathos, but in simple description of beauty, that Spenser 
excels. His description of the Island of Bliss is an exact trans- 
bition of Tasso's Garden o/Armida; yet how is it that I find a 
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greater simplicity and spirit ia tlic translation than in the original? 
Yet, 90 it i3. 

"I think of beginning to read again — study I cannot, for I have 
no books, and I may not call simple reading study, ibr papa is 
continually saying aud writing, that to rend one book without 
others beside you, to which you may refer, ia mere child's play; 
but still I hope now to get on with Latin and Spajiish. Do you 
know that, if you could borrow for ub Eousseau's Entile, and 
VoltM^'s Esxai «ir VEsprit ties Nations — either or both — yon. 
would oblige ub very much. 

" Shelley has giren up the idea of Tisiting Leghorn before the 
finishing of the steaniboiit. lie ia rather better these last two or 
three days, but he has suffered dreadfuSly lately from Lis side. 
He seems a changed man. Ilia numerous weaknesscH and ailments 
have left him, and settled all in his side alone, for be never, any 
other winter, suffered such constant pun there.* It puts roe ia 
mind of the mountain of ills in the Spectator, where mankind 
exchange ilia one with the other ; then they all take up their old 
evils again as the most bearable. I do not know whether this is- 
Shelley's case. 

" Affectionately yours, 

" M. W. Shellet." 



L 
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CHAPTER X. 



THE POET S I.IFE AT PISA AlfD LEGHORN. 



I 



On the 26th of January, 1820, the Shelleys removed 
to Pisa. At that city they had Mends, and could con- 
sult the celehrated phj-sician Vaccfi on the subject of 
the poet's ailments, though they received from him no 
"otlier advice than to abstain firom all medicine, and leave 
the constitution to right itself. Vacck was as much 
puzzled as the other medical men to assign any cause 
fcr Shelley's painful symptoms ; but, whatevCT* might 
have been the nature of the complaint, the air of Pisa 
agreed better with the patient than that of any otJier 
place^and it was therefore determined on to remain there. 
Under the best of circumstances, however, Shelley was 
never entirely free from pain and ill-health. 

In walking, riding, and studying, some months passed 
pleasantly away. When eveniug had set in, Shelley, 
according to his usual custom, would read aloud. A 
few weeks in the spring were spent at Leghorn, in a 
villa lent to them hy their friends the Gisbomes, who 
were then absent in England. From this house Shelley 
nddreased his letter in verse to Mrs. Gisbome — a com- 
K 3 
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position of intei'wovcn grace and liuinour, uttered in 
free and fluent heroic coaplet, and containing a lovely 
picture of the scenery and influences by whicli the 
writer was surrounded : — 

" I see a chaos of groen leaves and fruit 
Built round dark caverns, even to the root 
Of the hving stems who feed them ; in whose howers 
There sleep ia their dark deiv the folded flowers. 
Beyond, the surface of the unsickled corn 
Trenibles not in the alumhering air, and, borne 
In cirdes quaint and ever-changing dance, 
lake winged stars the fire-flies flash and glance, 
Fale in the open moonafaine ; hut each one 
Under the dark trees seems a little sun, — 
A meteor tamed, — a flx'd star gone astray 
From the silver rej^ons of the Milky Way. 
Afar, the Contadino's song is heard, 
Sude, but made sweet by distance ; and a bird, 
Which cannot be a nightingale, and yet 
I know none else that sings so sweet as it 
At this late hour; — and then ah is still." 



k 



The date of this poem is July 1st, While staying at 
the same house, Shelley wrote his divine Ode to a Sky- 
lark. The poem was suggested to liim one evening by 
the bird itself, whose song attracted his attention as he 
was wandering with Mrs. Shelley among lanes shut in 
by myrtle hedges, and spangled with the erratic glory 
of the fire-flies. 

Being alarmed for the safety of their only child, who 
was affected by the extreme heat of the summer, the 
parents lefl Leghorn in August for the baths of San 
Gioliano, which are situated four miles from Pisa. The 
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T^iater of the Ijaths soothed the nervous irritability of 
Shellevj and the time appeai-s to have been very agree- 
ably spent, the country being beautiful and the climate 
brilliant. " During some of the hottest days of 
August," we read in the notes to the poems, " Shelley 
made a solitary journey on foot to the sumnait of Montc' 
San Pelegrino — a mountain of some height, on the top 
of which there is a eh^iel, the object, during certain 
days in the year, of many pilgrimages." The undue 
exertion produced considerable lassitude and weakness 
in Shelley after his return ; yet, in the three days imme- 
diately succeeding, he produced that gorgeous phantasy, 
the Witch of Atlas. He had conceived the idea during 
bis walk. 

In Mrs. Shelley's Joiu'nal, luider date " August 25th," 
is recorded : — " Shelley writes Ode to Naples ; begins 
Swellfoot, the Tyrant — suggested by the grunting of the 
pigs at the fair of San GiiUiano, whilst he was reading 
aloud bis Ode to Liberty.''^ He compared this unmusical 
intermption to " the chorus of frogs in the satiric drama 
of Aristophanes." The object of Shelley's burlesqnt' 
was to place in a ludicrous point of view the prosecution 
of Queen Caroline, which was then going forward ; and 
the pigs were made to serve as chorus. On being 
finished, it was sent to England, where it was printed 
and published anonymously; but the Society for tbo 
Suppression of Vice, conceiving, in their ultra-sensi- 
tiveneaa, that its subject trenched too much on forbidden 
ground, threatened to prosecute, and the work was con- 
sequently withdrawn. 



i Shelley; 
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Several other poema (though nonft of great length) 
were written in tlie same year; among them, that 
delicate dream, that romance of metaphysical subtlety, 
finding its expression in the utmost affluence of &ncy 
and imagination — the Sensitive Plant, 

A singular circumstance brought to a termination the 
stay of the Shelleys at San Giuliauo. " At the foot of 
our garden," writes Mrs. Shelley, " ran the canal that 
communicated between the Serchio and the Anio. The 
Serchio overflowed its bants, and, breaking its bounds, 
this canal also overflowed. All tliis part of tJie country 
is below the level of its rivers, and the consequence was 
that it was speedily flooded. Tho rising waters filled 
the square of the baths, in the lower part of which our 
house was situated. The canal overflowed in the gar- 
den behind ; the rising waters on either side at last burst 
open the doors, and, meeting in the house, rose to the 
teight of six feet. It was a picturesque sight at night, 
to see the peasants driving the cattle from the plains 
below to the hills above the baths. A fire was kept up 
to guide them across the ford ; and the forms of the 
men and the animals showed in dark relief against the 
red glare of tlio flame, wliich was reflected again in the 
waters that filled the square." 

Driven forth by this local deluge, Shelley and his wife 
took np their abode for the winter at Pisa, where the 
extreme naildnesa of the climate ofiered a great induce- 
ment to tliem to stay. The dreamy quiet of the half- 
depopulated old RepuhHcan city, moreover, delighted 
Shelley; and for the brief remamdec ot his life he lived 
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for the most part there. Painful experience had taught 
him and Mrs. Shelley, when contemplating tlieir infant 
son, to dread the heat in tlie south of the peninsula; 
though, but for this fear, they would have continued to 

[ wander at will, heing devoted lovers of traveliing. 

The appearance of the poet at tliis time showed a ain- 

I gular mixture of premature age and unusiially prolonged 

L youth. He walked with a stoop, and liis hair waa 

F q)rinkled with gi*ey ; but, when Mr. Trelawney waa 
introduced to him some time afterwards, he found him 

! looking like " a tall, thin sti-ipling." 

Some letters addressed to Mr. Oilier during the year 

1 1820 illustrate the progress of Shelley's intellectual 

\ labours: — 

IB Sir, Pisa, Jan. 20tt, 1820. 

" I SEND you. the Wild of Atlas, a. fanciful poem, which, 
merit be measured by the labour which it cost, is worth 
nothing; and the errata of Proiaelheu), which I ought to have 
sent long since — a formidable list, as you will see. 

" I have lately, and but lately, received Jlr, Gisbome's parcel, 
■with reviews, &c. I request you to convey to 3Ir. Procter my 
thanks for the present of his works, as well aa for the pleasure 
which I received from the perusal, especially of the Dramatic 
Shelekca. 

" The reviews of my Cenci (though some of them, and espe- 
cially that marked ' John Scott,' are written with greal malignity) 
on the whole give rae as much encouragement aa a person of my 
habits of thinking is capable of receiving from such a source, 
which is, inasmuch as they coincide with, and conlirm, my own , 
decisions. Uy next attempt (if I should write more) will be a 
drama, in the composition of which I shall attend to the advice of 
my critics, to a certain degree. Dut I doubt whether I akall 
write more. I could be content either with the Hell or the 
Piradise of poetry; bat the torments of its Purgatory vex 
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rae, M-ithout exciting my powers auffiuentty to put an end to tbt' 
vexBtion. 

" I hare also to thsDk ^nu for the present of one or two of your 
pulilications. I am enchanti/d with your Lilerary Miicellani/, 
although tlic la«t article it contains has excited my polemical 
faculties so violently, that the moment I get rid of my oph- 
thalmia, I mean to set about an answer to it, which I will send 
to you, if you please. It is very clever, but, 1 llunk, very false,* 
Who ia your couiuientator on the German Drama!* He is a 
powerful thinker, though I differ &om him lotn rido about the 
Devils of Dante and Milton. If you know him personally, praj' 
ask him from me what he means by receiving the spirit into me ; -f 
and (if really it is any good) hnw one ia to get at it. I was im- 
measurably amused by the quotation Irom Schli^el about the way 
in which the popular faitli is destroyed — first the Devil, then the 
Holy "Ghost, then God the Father. I bad written a Lucianic 
essay to prove the same thiug. There are two beautiful ttories, 
too, in this MiiceHaay. It pleased me altogether infinitely. I 
WHS also much pleased with the Retronpective Revieio — that is, 
with all the quotations from old books in it; but it is very ill 
executed. 

" WTien the spirit r 
the ill Bueceas of my vi 

" \Vho wrote the review in your publication of my Cciivi? It 
was written in a friendly spirit, and, if you know the author, I 
wish you would tell him from me how much obliged I am to him 
for this spirit, more gratifying to me than any literaiy laud. 
" Dear Sir, 

" Yours very truly, 

"P. B. S." 

• The article (wUicli was written by Wr. Peacock) was an Essay 
on Poetry which the writer regarded as a, worn-out delusion of 
bariiaroHa times. — En. 

■f Tlie writer was the late Archdeacon Hare, who, despite bis 
ortliodo^ty, was a great admirer of Shellev's genius. Ue contended 
that Milton erred in making the Devil a, majestical being, and hoped 
that Sliellcy wonld in time humljle his soul, and '• receive tlie spirit 



!a you, write and give me an account of 



I into him." — Ed, 
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EiB Sin, Pisa, March 6i/i, 1820. 

" I BO not henr that you have received Promelkevs and the 
Cenci; I therefore think it safest Co tell you how and vcbea to get 
them if you have not yet done bo. 

" Give the bill of lading Mr. Gisbome sent you to s broker 
in the City, whom you employ to get the package, and to 
pay the duty on the unbound books. The ship sailed in tlie 
middle of December, and will aMuredly have arrived long before 

" Promel/ima Unbound, I must tell you, is my favourite poem ; 
I chai^ you, therefore, specialty to pet him and feed liim with 
line ink and good paper. CeTici is written for the multitude, and 
OQght to sell well. I think, if I may judge by ita merits, the 
Prometheas cannot sell beyond twenty copies. I hear nothing 
cither from Hunt, or you, or any one. If you condescend .to 
WTJtc to me, mention something about Keafa- 

" Allow me particularly to request you to send copies of what- 
ever I publish to Horace Smith. 

" May be you will see me in the summer ; but in that case I 
shall certainly return to this ' Paradise of EiileB'* by the ensuing 

"If any of the Reviews abuse me, cut them out and send them. 
If they praise, you need not trouble yourself. I feel ashamed if 
I could believe that I should deserve the latter; tlie former, I 



flatter myself^ is no mori 
me, send it, because that i: 



than a just tribute. If Hunt praises 
of another character of thing. 
Dear Sir, 

" Yours verj- truly, 

'"Pekci B. Subllbi." 



"Dkak Sis, PUa,March 13tt, 1820. 

" I AM auxiotis to hear that you have received the parcel 
from Leghorn, and to learn what yon are doing with the Prome- 
tkfus. If it can be done without grest difficulty, I should be very 
glad that the rcvitud sheets might be sent by the post to me at 



* Tliis is a phrase which he liinuelf applies to Italy in Julian and 
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Leghorn. It might be divided into four partitions, sending mc 
fonr Of five sheets at once. 

" My friends here have great hopes that the Cenei will succeed 
as a publication. Tt was refused at Drury Lane,* «lthongh 
expressly written for theatrical exhibition, on a plea of the story 
being too horrible. I believe it angularly fitted for the stage. 

" Let me request you to give mc frequent notice of ray iileran/ 
inlerests also. 

'' I am, dear Sir, 

" Your very obhged servant, 

" Pebcy B. Shelley." 

" I hope yon are not implicated in the laf e plot.f Not having 
heard from Hunt, I am afraid that he, at least, has i^omething to 
do with it. It is well known, since the time of Jaffier, that a 
conspirator has no time to think about his friends." 

" Dear Sib, Pisa, May Uth, 1820. 

" I BEPLi to your letter by return of post, to confirm what 
I Mid in a former letter respecting a new edition of the Cenci, 
which ought, by all means, to be instantly urged forward. 

" I see by your account that 1 have been greatly mistaken in 
my calculations of the profit of my writings. As to the trifle due 
to me, it may as well remain in your hands. 

" As to the printing of the Promeiheua, be it as yon will. But, 
in this case, I shall repose or trust in your care respecting the 
correction of the press; especially in the lyrical part*, where a 
minute error would be of much consequence. Mr. Gisbome will 
revise it ; he heard it recited, aod will therefore more readily seize 

" K I had even intended to publish Julian and Maddulo with 
my name, yet I wonld not print it with Pi-ojiieOimis. It would 
not harmonize. It is an attempt in a different style, in which I 
am not yet sure of myself — a serniii pedestris way of treating 
bunkan nature, quite opposed to the idealisms of that drama. If 
you print Julian and Maddalo, I wish it to be printed in some 

* This is apparently a slip of the pea for Coyent Garden. — Ed. 
t The Cato Street Conapiraey. — En. 
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itentationa form, accompatiied with the fragment of Athanaie, 
and exactly in the manner in which I sent it ; and I particnlatly 
desire that my name be not annexed to the first edition of it, in 
any case. 

" If Peter Bell he printed (you can best judge if it will sell or 
no, and there would be no other reason for printing such a trifle), 
attend, I pray you, particiilariy to completely concealbg the 
author; and for Emma read Hetty, sa the name of Feter's 
sister. Emma, I recollect, is the real name of the lister of a 
great poet who might be mistaken for Peter. I ought to say 
that I send you poems in a few floats, to print at the end of 
Prometheus, better fitted for that purpose than any in your poa- 

" Eeats, T ho))e, is going to show himself a great poet ; like the 
sun, to burst through the clouds, which, though dyed in the finest 
colours of the air, obscured his rising. The Gisborues will bring 
me from you copies of whatever may be published when they 
leareEn^and. 

" Dear Sir, 

" Yours faithfully, 

" P. B. Sheli-bi." 



" Dbah Sib, Pisa, Noveviher lOth, 1820. 

" Mr. GiHBOHSE has sent me a copy of the Prametlieiis, 
which is certainly most beautifully printed. It is to be regretted 
that the errors of the press are so numerous, and in many respects 
so destructive of the sense of a species of poetry which, I fear, 
even without this disadvantage, very few will understand or like. 
I ahatl send you the list of errata in a day or two. 

" I send some poems to be added to the pamphlet of Julian and 
Maddalo. I think you have some other smaller poems belonging 
to that collection, and I believe you know that I do not wish my 
name to be printed on the title-page, though I have no objection 
to my being known as the author. 

" I enclose also another poem, which I do not wish to be printed 
with Julian and Maddalo, but at the end of the second eilition of 
the Cenci, or of any other of my writings to which my name is 
affixed, if any other should at present have arrived at a Beeond 
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cditiou, which I do not eipeot. I have ft purpose in this arrange- 
ment, and have marked the poem 1 mean hy a cros9. 

" I can aympathiae too feelingly jn your brother's misfortune. * 
It haa been my hard fate alsa to watch the gradual death of a 
beloved child, aud to survive him. Present my respects to jour 
brother. 

"My friend Captain Medwin is with mc, and has shown me a 
poem (m Indian hunting, which he has sent you to publish. It ia 
certainly a very elegant and classical composition, and, even if it 
does not belong to the higbeet stylo of poetry, I should be sur- 
prised if it did not succeed. May I challenge your kindness to 
do what you can for it ? 

" You will hear from me again in a post or two. The Julian 
and Maddalo, and the accompanying poems, are all my saddest 
verses raked up into one heap. I mean to mioglc more smiles 
with my tears in future. 

" Your obedient Servant, 

" P. B. SnEtLET." 

In addressing her friend, Mrs. Giaborne, on the 24tli 
of March, 1820, Mrs. Shelley speais of herself and her 
husband as being "very busy traJislating Spinoza. I 
wnte from his dictation," she adds ; " and we get on. 
By the bye, I wish you would send me the volume of 
the Encyclopadia that gives a system of shorthand, 
for I want to learn one without delay." 

Writing to the Gisbornes, on March 19th, Shelley 
says : — " Tell us of the steamboat This steamboat is 
a sort of a symptote, which seems ever to approach and 
never to aiTive. But courage ! Horrible work this, 
in England!" (He Is here again alluding to the Cato 
Street conspiracy, and to the disturbed state of things.) 

* This letter was addressed to Mr. James Oilier, h-Iio was in part- 
nenbip with his brother. The latter had just lost a danghter, — Ed. 
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" Good and bad seem to have become inextricably 
entangled in our unhappy country." 

On May 8th, the poet indulges (in again addressing 
Mrs. Gisborne) in a little playful raillery on the subject 
of Mrs. Shelley's handwriting : — ■ 

" I wonder what makes Mary thinfc her letter worth the trouble 
of opening — except, indeed, she conceivea it to be a delight to de- 
cipher a difficult aorawl. She might aa well have put, as I will — 
. '" Mt dear Sib, 



I " ' Yours, &c.' 

" Take care of yourselves, and do you not forget your nightly 
jonmai. The silent dewa renew the grass without effort in the 
night. I mean to write to you, but not to-day. All happineag 
attend you, my dear friend I Aa an excuse for mine and Mary's 
incurable stupidity, I send a little thing about poets, which is 
itself a kind of excuse for Wordsworth." 



I ' From Mrs. Shelley to Miss Curran. 

■" Mr UEAB Miss Cubban, Leghorn, June 20th, 1820. 

" It ia a very long time since I heard from you, so that, if I 
did not know your dishke to writing, I should he afraid that 
something had happened — and that you were very ill. My heart, 
during all this time, was at Ikiroe ; but I cannot conjecture when 
I shall be really there. Still, a letter with the Roman postmark 
would be a pleasant thing ; how much more welcome if from you I 

■' I am afraid you find great difficulties in executing our unhappy 
commission. Shelley and I therefore are induced to entreat you 
to have the kindness t« order a plain stone to he erected, to mark 
the spot, with merely his name and dales (William Shelley, bom 
Jan. 24lh, 1816— June 7th, 1819). You would oblige us more 
than I can express if you would take care that this should be done. 

" OurJittie Percy is a thriving, forward child ; but after what 
has hoppcued I own it appears to me a failing cloud — all those 
hopes that we so earnestly dwell upon. How do you hke the 
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Cenci f It sells, jou must know, of which I am very glad. K I 
could hear of any one going to Eome I would send yon KHne 
other hooks to amiise you, for we had a, parcel from England the 
other day ; hut we are entirely out of the world. It will give me 
great pleasure to hear from yon, to know when you leave Uome, 
and how your pictures increase. Be sure I do not forget your nice 
study and your kind hospitality. Tour study, how can I forget 
when we have so valuable a, spedmen of it, that is dearer to mo 
than I can well say ? 

" Shelley desires Lis kindest rememhrances. I would give a 
very great deal to look upon the divine city from the Trinita di 
Monti. Is not my heart there ? 

" From, papa I have not heard a very long time. Affairs seem 
going on there badly, hut slower than a tortoise — I hope not so 
Burely towards their apparent end. 

" FaroweU ! I entreat you to write. 

" Tours, with affection, 

'■ MiBY W. ShEILKT." 

" r.S. — I have heard your brother's life of your father much 
praised." 

From Keats to Shelley. 

" My deak Shellet, Bampatead, August lOtk, 1820. 

" I AM very much gratified that you, in a foreign country, 
and with a mind almost overoccupied, should write to me in the 
strain of the letter heademe. If I do not take advantage of your 
invitation,* it will be prevented by a circumstance I have very 
much at heart to prophesy. There is no douht that an English 
winter would put an end to me, and do so in a lingering, hateful 
manner. Therefore, I must either voyage or journey to Italy, aa 
a soldier marches up to a batterj'. My nervea at present are the 
worst part of rae, yet they feel soothed that, come what extreme 
may, I shall not be destined to remain in one spot long enough to 
take a hatred of any four particular bedposts. I am glad yon take 
any pleasure in my poor poem,-|- which I would willingly take the 



u 



To go to Italy,— Ed. f Endymion.—'E.D. 



I 



THE poet's life AT PISA AND LKGHOKK. 143 

trouble to unwrite, if possible, did 1 care ao much as I have done 
about reputation. I received a copy of the Cenci, as from 3"our- 
selC from Hunt. There is only one part of it 1 am judge of — the 
poetry and draniatic effect, which by mauy xjBQta uow-a-days is 
cousidered the Momtnon- A modum work, it i» mid, must hare a 
purpose, which may be the God. An artist mast serve Mammon ; 
he must have' aelf-conceatration'— selfishness, perhaps. Yoo, I 
am sure, will forgive me for sincerely remarking that you might 
curb your magnanimity, and be more of an artist, and load every 
rift of yonr subject with ore. The thought of such discipline 
must fall like wild chains upon you, who perhaps never sat with 
your wings furled tor sts. months together. And is not this extra- 
ordinary talk for the writer of Eadi/mion, whose nund was like a 
pack of scattered cards ? I am picked up and sorted to a pip. My 
imagination is a monastery, and I am its monk. I am in e^ipecta- 
tion of Prmnetkaa every day. Could I have my own wish 
effected, you would have it etill in manuscript, or be but now 
putting an end to the second act. I remember you advising me 
not to publish my first blights, on Ilampstead Heath. I am 
returning advice upon your hands. Most of the poems in the 
volume I send you* have been written above two years, and would 
never have been pubhshed but for a hope of gain ; so you see I 
am inclined enough to take your advice now. I must express once 
more my deep sense of your kindness, adding my sincere thanks 
and respects for blrs. Shelley. lu the hope of soon seeing you, 
" 1 remain most sincerely yours, 

'■ John Keats." 



From Mrs. Shelley to Miss Curran. 



" P«a, Sail Gadiano, Augmt nth. 

Miss Cl-bbas, [1820.] 

" I sHOULii have answered your letter before, but we have 

been in the confiision of moving. "We are now settled in an 

agreeable house at the baths of San Gioliauo, about four miles 

&om Fisa, under the shadow of mountains, aud with delightfol 

■ This waa hi« last publication. — Eu. 
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sccnciy within a walk. We go on in our old manner, with no 
cbange. 1 have liad mnny changes fur the K'urse — one might be 
for the better—but that h nearly impossible. Our child ii well 
and thriving, which is a great comfort ; and the Italian stay gives 
Shelley health, which is to hiiu a rare and substantial cnjoymunt. 
" I did aot receive the letter you mention to have written in 
March, and you also have missed one of our letters, in which 
Shelley acknowledged the receipt of the drawing you mention,* 
and requested that the largest pyramid might be erected, if they 
would encase it ivith white mirble for 25l. However, the w)>ole 
iind better stand as I mentioned in my last ; for, without the most 
vigorous inspection, great cheatiDg would take place, and no female 
could detect them. Wlien we visit Kome, we can do that which 
we wish. Many thanks for your kindness, which has been very 

" How enraged all our mighty nders are at the quiet revolutions 
■which hove taken place ; it ia said that some one said to the Grand 
Duke here, ' Ma si ckiedono Tine coristiluzione qui!' ^ Ebene la dario 
snbito,' was the reply; but he ja uot hie own master, and Austria 
would take care that that should not be the case. They say, 
Austrian troops are coming here, and the Tuscan ones will be sent 
to Germany. We take in GaUgvuni, and would send them to you 
if you liked. I do not knov? what the expense would be, but I 
should think shght. 

" If j^u recommence painting, do not forget Beatrice. I wish 
very much for a copy of that. You would obhge us greatly by 
making one. Pray let me hear of your health. We do not know 
when we shall be in Kome ; circumstances must direct ; and they 
dance about Uke will-o'the -wisps, enticing and then deserting 
us. We must take care not to be left in a bog. Adieu ! take care 
iif yourself. Believe me, with sincere wislies for your health, and 
kind remembrances, 

" Ever sincerely yours, 

■' M.v»r W. Sheu-ey. 

" P.S. — Who was he mth the long memory who remembered 
seeing lUe ? Somehow, people always remember my features ; 

• Of the child William.— lie. 
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eren those have detected ray identity who have not seen me since 
I svtts a. montli old ; so I hive hopes that, when I go to iicaven, 1 
shall easily he recognised hy my old friends. 

"Do you know, we lose many letters P — having apiea (not 
Government ooes) ahout na in plenty. They made a, desperate 
push to do ns a desperate mischief la.tely, hnt succeeded no further 
than to hiacken us amoogst the Eoglish ; so, if you receive a fresh 
hatch (or green hag) of scandal against us, I assure you it will be 
a lie. Poor souls ! we hve innocently, as you well know ; if we 
did not, ten to one we should not be so unfortnoate." 






I In a letter dated September 4th, 1820, Horace Smith 
immunicates to Shelley his opinioii of two of his 
jtecent works : — 



"I got from Oilier last week a copy of the Prometheus Unhmmd, 
which is certainly a most original, grand, and occasionally sublime 
work, evincing, in my opinion, a higher order of talent than any 
of your previous productions; and yet, contrary to your own esti- 
mation, I must say I prefer the Cenei, because it contains a deep 
and sustained buman interest, of which we feel a want in the 
Other. Prometheus himself certainly touches us nearly; but 
we see very little of him after his Uheration ; and, though I 
have no doubt it will be more admired than anything you 
have written, I question whether it will be so much read as the 



" Your letter, stating your suddou intention of going to Pari?, 
turned up the other day, with all the postmarks of the world upon 
it, except, I believe, Jerusalem and Seringapatam. Did you en- 
trust it to the Wandering Jew ?" 



■ From Slitlley to Mr. John Gishome. 

"Dbas Fbienu, Piia, Oct. 29tt, 1820. 

" CiN you tell me anything about Arabic grammars, dic- 
tionaries, and manuscripts, and whether they are vendible at 
Leghorn, and whether there are any native Arabs caiwbte of 



146 SHELLEY MEMORIALS. 

teaching the language? Do not give yourself any trouble about 
the subject ; but if you could answer or discover an answer to 
these questions without any pains, I should be very much obliged 
to you. My kind regards to Mrs. G. and Henry. 

" Yours very truly, 

" P. B. Shbllbt.'* 



CHAPTER XI. 



SHELLEY AND BYRON AT PISA. 



Eablt in the year 1821, the Shelleys made the 
acqiiaintance of Mr. and Mrs. Williamg, the former of 
■whom was drowned with the poet. Mrs. Shelley aaya 
of him that no man " ever existed more gentle, generous, 
and fearless." Like his illoatrioua friend, he was a 
great lover of boating, and the two were frequently 
on the water together, before the day which proved 
fatal to both. Shelley, indeed, enjoyed a good deal 
of his favourite recreation during this year. The 
shallow waters of the Amo, on which no ordinary vessel 
can float, did not prove any obstacle to Iiim : he con- 
trived a boat " such as the huntsmen carry about with 
them in the Maremma, to cross the sluggish but deep 
streams that intersect the forest — a boat of laths and 
pitched canvas."" In this he frequently took little trips 
on the Amo, though his Italian friends, seeing the 
peril which he ran, used to remonstrate with htm, and 
to prophesy — with too much truth — that the amuse- 
ment wonld lead to his death. On one occasion, when 



• Mrs. Shelley. 
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he had been with a friend down the Arao and roand 
the coast to Leghorn, he returned by the canal, when 
the skiff got entangled amongst some weeds, and was 
upset. The intense cold made Shelley faint ; bnt no 
further harm was done. " Once," writes Mrs. Shelley, 
"1 went down with him to the mouth of the Amo, 
where the stream, then high and swift, met the tideless 
sea, and disturbed its sluggish waters. It was a waste 
and dreai'y scene : the desert sand stretched into a 
point surrounded by waves that broke idly, though 
perpetually, around." 

Bnt the water was far from engrossing Shelley's 
thoughts at this time. The south of Europe had 
awakened from its lethargy into a state of high political 
excitement, and it seemed as if the age of liberty 
were dawning in several places. Spain and Naples 
had been revolutionized in the previous year ; and 
the northern and central pai'ts of Italy now endea- 
voured to follow tliG example. Several insurrectionary 
movements were attended by temporary success : 
Tuscany alone, owing to the benevolent rule of its 
prince, remained tranquil ; but, In the end, the patriots 
were crushed beneath the weight of Austrian armies. 
At the same period, however, a i-evolution began in a 
country farther east, which was destined to result, to 
a certain extent, in success, though Shelley did not live 
long enough to behold the issue. Greece declared iteelf 
independent of Ottoman domination ; and these com- 
bined attacks on the general foe filled Shelley with the 
atmost enthusiasm. Several Greeks were at that time 
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at Pisa^ aiid amongst them was Prince Mavrocordato, 
to whom Hellas is dedicated. On the 1st of April, 
this gentleman called on the Shelleys, and told tliem 
that his oou(-in, Prince Ipsilanti, had issued a procla- 
mation (a copy of which he brought with him), and 
til at Greece thenceforward would be free. Tiie 
emotions of joy and hope kindled by this intelligence 
in the inind of the poet produced tbc' lyrical drama of 
Hellas, of wliich Shelley records, in his preface, that 
it was " written at the suggestion of the events of tlie 
moment, is a mere improvise, and derives its interest 
(should it be found to possess any) solely from the 
inteuse sympathy wViich the author feels with the cause 
he would celebrate." Nevertheless, it contains passages 

l<of great power, and lyrics of the utmost sweetness. 

■ In the same year, Shelley wrote that piece of radiant 
mysticism and rapturous melody, Epipsychidion. The 
subject of this poem — "the noble and unfortunate 

Lady Emilia V ," was the daughter of an ItaUan 

count, and was shut up in a convent by her father until 
such time as he could find for her a husband of whom 
he approved. In this dreary prison, Shelley saw her, 
and was struck by her amazing beautj-, by the highly- 
cultivated grace of her mind, and by the misery which 
she suffered in being debarred from all sympathy. 
She was subsequently married to a gentleman chosen 
for her by her father ; and, after pining in Ins society, 
and in the marshy solitudes of the Mai-emma, for six 
years, she left him, with the consent of her parent, 
kcd died of consumption in a dilapidated old i 
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at Florence. This occurred long after tlie death of 
Shelley, who used frequently to visit her while she was 
living in the convent, and to do his utmost to ameliorate 
her wretched condition. In return, she was in the 
habit of Bending him bouquets of flowers ; imd one of 
these presents he thus acknowledged: — 

"Madonna, wherefore has-t thou sent to nie 
Sweet basil and mignionette ? 
Embleming love and heallli, which never yet 
lii the a&me wreath might be. 
Alaa ! and thcj are wet ! 
it with thy kiases or tliy tears ? 



Forn 






Sneh Ir^raDce drew 
From plant or flower. The very doubt endears 

My sadness ever nevr, 
The sighs I breathe, the tears I shed, for thee." 

Another of Shelley's compositions belonging to the 
year 1821 is his Adonais. This is a monody on the 
deatli of Keats, who expired at Rome on the 27th of 
December, 1820, of consumption. He was attended 
ID his last illness by his friend, Mr. Severn, who devoted 
himself to the dying man. They were alone, and were 
overtaken by poverty; and Mr. Severn (who was an 
iirtist) not only watched by the bedside of the young 
poet, day and night, soothing him in the midst of his 
frightfiil paroxysms of mental and bodily anguish, but 
painted small pictures dui-ijig his leisure moments, and, 
sallying forth unobserved, sold them to procure the 
necessary funds. Yet even this beautifril devotion 
conld not save Keats fixim death ; and he now lies in 
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' the Protestant burial-groiuiil, whither the ashes of him 
who has celebrated hia genius in verse lasting as his 
own were destined shortly to follow him. 

Adonais abounds in passion and poetry ; in bursts 
of eloquent grief; in profound glimpses into the divine 
mystery of the universe and of the soul of man ; and of 
keen, arrowy flashes of acorn, directed against those hire- 
lings of party who endeavoured to crush tlie genius of 
Keats, simply because he was known to be the friend 
of men who dared to speak on behalf of freedom when 
to do so was considered an eighth deadly sin. But 
Shelley was mistaken in supposing that the death of 
Keats was accelerated by the contemptible treatment 
he liad met witli. He regai'ded sucli things witli in- 
difference, and died from causes of a much deeper 
kind. 

Of the ftmeral of Keats, Shelley recoi'ds in the 
prefece to AdonaU, that he " was buried in the romantic 
and lonely cemetery of the Protestants, under the 
pyramid which is the tomb of Cestius, and the 
massy walls and towers, now mouldering and deso- 
late, which formed the circuit of ancient Rome. The 
cemetery is an open space among the ruins, covered 
in winter with violets and daisies. It might make one 
in love with death, to think that one should be buried 
in so sweet a place." 

On the 29th of November, 1821, Shelley wrote to 
Mr, Severn, from Pisa, on the subject of the death 
of Keats: — 
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'■ Deas Sitt, 

"I BEND you the elegy on poor Keala, and I wish it were 
better worth your acceptance. You will see, by the preface, that 
it was written before I could obtain Huy particular account of hia 
last moments; all that I still know was communicated to me by 
a frietid, who had derived his information from Colonel Finch. I 
have ventured to express, as I felt, the respect and admiration 
which your conduct towards hini de:uanda. 

" In spite of hia transcendent genius, Keats never was, nor ever 
will be, a popular poet ; and the total neglect and obscurity in 
which the aatouishing remnants of his mind GtiU lie, was hardly to 
be dissipaled by a writer who, however he may differ from Keats 
in more important qualities, at least resembles him in that acci- 
dental one, a want of popularity. 

" I have little hope, therefore, that the poem I send you will 
eacite any attention, nor do I feel as^iu;ed that a critical notice of 
his writings would find a single reader. But for these considera- 
tions, it had been my intention to have collected the remnants of 
his compositions, and to have published them with a life and 
criticism. Has he left any poems, or writings of whatsoever kind, 
and in whose possession are they ? Perhaps you would oblige me 
by information on this point- 

" Pebct B. Sbellet." 

With rtapect to hia Epipsyckidion, and to one or two 
other poems, Shelley thus writes to Mr. Oilier: — 

"Dear Sib, Pwo, Feb. 16(fl, 1821. 

"I SEND you three poems — Ode to Naples, a sonnet, and a 
longer piece, entitled Epipsychidion. The two former are my 
own ; and you will be bo obliging as to take the first opportmiity 
of publishing according to your own discretion. 

" The longer poem, I desire, should not be considered as my 
own ; indeed, in a certain sense, it is a production of a portion of 
me already dead ; and in tliis sense the advertisement ia no fiction.* 

* In hia preface he speaks of the poem as having been written "by 

a person who " died at Florence, as he was preparing for a voyage to 

le of the wildest of the Spoiades, which he had bought, and where 
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It is to 'be published simply for tbc esoteric few ; and I make its 
anthor a secret, to avoid the malignity of those who turn sweet 
food into poison ; transforming all they touch into the corruption 
of their own natures. My wish with respect to it is, that it shmUd 
be printed immediately in the simplest form, and merely one 
hundred copies : those who are capable of judging and feeliag 
rightly with respect to a composition of so ahtnise a nature, cer- 
tainly do not arrive at that number — among those, at least, who 
would ever be excited to read an obscure and anonymous produc- 
tion ; and it would gire me no pleasure that the vulgar should 
read it. If you have any bookselling reason against publishing 
so small a number as a htmdrcd, merely, distribute copies among 
those tfl whom you think the poetry would afford any pleasure, and 
send me, as soon as you can, a copy by the post. I have written 
it so as to give very little trouble, I hope, to the printer, or to the 
person who revises. I would be much obliged to youif you would 
take this office on yourself. 

■■ Is there any espectation of a second edition of the Revolt of 
Islam f I have many corrections to make in it, and one part will 
be wholly remodelled. I am employed in high aud new designs 
in verse ; but they are the labours of years, perhaps. 

"We expect here every day the news of a battle between the 
armies of Austria and Naples. The latter have advanced upon 
Rome ; and the first affair will probably take place in the Ecclesi- 
astical States. Yon may imagine the expectation of all here. 

" Pray send me news of my intellectual children. For Prome- 
llteua, 1 expect and desire no great sale. The Cend ought to have 
been popular. 
I "I remain, dear Sir, 

I " Your Teiy obedient servant, 

" Percy B. Shellut." 

Some idea of the reception ^ven to the Epipsycliidion 
may be derived from a letter written by Shelley, in 



it was his hope to have realized a scheme of life smted, perhaps, to 
that happier and better world of which he is now an inhabitant, but 
' lurdly practicable in this." The preface is signed " S." — Ed, 
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die course of October, to Mi-. Gisbome. He hei^e 



" The EpipsycMd, 



a mystery ; 



3 real flesh and blood. 



yon know that I do not deal in those articlea; you might m well 
go to a giD-ahop for a leg of mutton, us expect naything human 
or earthly firom me. I desired Oilier not to circulate this piece, 
except to the nwiToi, and even they, it seems, are inclined to 
approTimate me to the circle of a servant-girl and iicr sweetheart. 
But I intend to imle a Symposium of my own, to set all ibis 
right." 

From Sliellei/ to Mr. Oilier. 

" Deab Sib, Pisa, Feh. 12nd, 1821. 

" Peacock's essay is at Florence at present. I have sent for 
it, and will transmit to yon my paper [on Poetry] as soon as it iB 
written, which will he in a very few days. Nevertheless, I should 
be soiry that yon delayed your Magazine through any dependence 
on me. I will not accept anything for this paper, as I had deter- 
mined to write it, and promised it you, before I heard of your 
liberal arrangements; hnt perhaps in future, if I think I have 
any thoughts worth publishing, I shall be glad to contribute to 
your magajrine on those terms. Meanwhile, you are perfectly at 
liberty to publish the Ode to Ifaples, the sonnet, or any short piece 
you may have of mine. 

"I suppose Julian and Maddalo is published. If not, do not 
add the Witch of Atlas to that peculiar piece of writing ; you 
may put my name to the Wileh of Alias, as usual. The piece I 
last sent you, I wish, as I think I told you, to be printed imme- 
diately, and that anonymously. I should be very glad to receive 
a few copies of it by the boa, but I am unwilling that it should be 
any longer delayed. 

" I doubt about Charles the First ; but, if I do write it, it shall 
be the birth of severe and high feelings. You are very welcome 
to it, on the terms you mention, and, when oace I see and feel that 
I can write it, it ia already written.* My thoughts aspire to a 
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prodnction of a far higher charaeter; but the execution of it ivil! 
require some years. I write what I write chiefly to inquire, by 
the receptiou which my writings meet with, how far I aui fit for 
so great a task, or not. And f am. afhtid that your account will 
. not present me witb a very flattering result in this particular. 

" You may expect to hear from me within a week, with the 
SjiBwer to Peacock. I shall endeavour to treat the subject in its 
elements, and unveil the inmost idol of the error. 

"If any Review of note abuses me excessively, or the contrary, 
be so kind as to send it me by post. 

" If not too late, pray send ine by the box the following 
books ;— Tbe most copious and correct history of the discoveries 
of Geology. If one pubhcation does not appear to contain what 
I require, send me two or three. A history of the late war in 
Spain ; I think one has been written by Southey. Major Simte- 
iodij's account of the siege of Zaragoza j it is a little pamphlet. 
Burnet's Jlistory of his Own Times; and the Old English 
Drama, 3 vols. 

" Excuse my horrible pens, ink, and paper. I can get no pen 
that will mark ; or, if you will not excuse them, send me out some 
English ones. 

" 1 am delighted to hear of Froctcr'a success, and hope that he 
will proceed gathering laurels. Fray tell me how the Prometheui 
Uiiboand was received. 



" Dear Sir, 
" You; 



' verj' obliged ee 
" Pkbcy B. I 



From the same to tJie same. 

" Dbak Sib, Pisa, Jane Slh, 1821. 

" Yon may annonnce for publication a poem entitled 
Adonaia. It is a lament on the death of poor Keats, with some 
interposed stabs on the assassina of his peace and of his fame ; 
and will be preceded by a criticism on Hyperion, asserting the 
due claims which that fragment gives him to the rank which I 
have assigned him. My poem is finished, and consists of about 
forty Spenser stanzas. I shall send it you, either printed at Fiao, 
or transcribed in such a msoner as it shall be difficult fat tbe 
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reviser to leave such errors aa axsiit the obscurity of the Frame- 
theits. But, in case I send it printed, it ttIII be merely that mis- 
takea may be avoided ; [ao] that I shall only hnTe a few copies 
struck off in the cheapest inatiner. 

" If you have interest enough in the subject, I could wish that 
you inquired of some of the friends and relations of Keats reapect- 
ing the circumstancea of his death, and could transmit me any 
information yon may be able to collect, and eapeciotly aa to the 
d^ree in which, as I am assured, the brutal attack in the Qiior- 
lerlff Review excited the disease by which he perished. 

"I have received no answer to my last letter to you. Have 
you received my contribution to your Maganne ? 
"Dear Sir, 
■ "Yours very sincerely, 

"P. B. SUELLEI." 

From Shelley to Mr. Oilier. 
" Deah Sib, Fisn, March 20th, 1821. 

"I SEND you the Defeitce of Poetry, Part I. It is 
transcribed, I hope, legibly. 

" I have written nothing which I do not think necessary to the 
subject. Of course, if any expressions should strike you as too 
unpopular, I give you the power of omitting them ; hut I trust 
you will, if possible, refrain from exercising it. In fact, I hope 
that I have treated the question with that temper and spirit as to 
silence cavil. I proposu to add two other parts in two succeeding 
Miscellaniea. It is to be understood that although you may omit, 
you do not alter or add. 

" Pray let me hear from you soon. 



" You 



very sincerely. 



From tite same to the same. 
" Deab Sib, Pino, September 2S(A, 1821. 

" It will give rac great pleasure if I can arrange the affair 
of Mrs. Shelley's novel with you to her and your satisfaction. She 
Loa a specific purpose in the sum which she instructed me to re- 
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' ^nire ; ani], altliouglt this purpose could not be sDswered ivithout 
ready money, yet I should find means to answer her wishes in that 
point, if you could make it convenient to pay □nc-tbird at Christ- 
mas, and give bills for the other two-thirds at twelve and eighteen 
montba. It would give me peculinr satisfaction that you, rather 
than any other person, should be the publisher of this work; it 
is the product of no slight labour, and, I flatter myself, of no 
common talent. I doubt not it will give no less credit than it will 
receive from your names. I trust you know me too well to believe 
that my judgment deliberately given in testimony of the value of 
Bny production is influenced by motives of interest or partiality. 

" The romance is called CaMniccio, Prince of Lucca, and is 
founded (not upon the novel of Macchiavelli under that name, 
which substitutes a childish fiction for the far more romantic truth 
of history, hut) upon the actual story of his life. He was a per- 
son who, from an exile and an adventurer, after having served in 
the ivars of England and Flanders in the reign of our Edward 
the Second, returned to his native city, and, liberating it from its 
tyrants, became himself its tyrant, and died in the fuU splendour 
of his dominion, which be had extended over the half of Tuscany, 
lie was a little Napoleon, and, with a dukedom instead of an 
empire for bis theatre, brought upon the same all the passions and 
the errors of bis antitype. The chief interest of the romance 
resta upon Euthanasia, hia betrothed bride, whose love for him is 
only equalled by her enthusiasm for the liberty of the repubUc of 
Florence, which is in some sort her country, and for that of Italy, 
to which Castruccio is a devoted enemy, being an ally of the party 
of the Emperor. This character is a masterpiece ; and the key- 
stone of the drama, which is built up mth admirable art, is the 
conflict between these passions and these principles. Euthanasia, 
the last survivor of a noble house, is a feudal countess, and her 
castle is the scene of the eibibition of the knightly manners of 
the time. The character of Beatrice, the prophetess, can only be 
done justice to in the very language of the author. I know 
nothing in Walter Scott's novels which at all approaches to the 
beauty and the sablimity of tliis — creation, I may almost say, for 
it is perfectly original; and, although founded upon the ideas and 
majmerg of the age which is repi^sented, is wholl; without a simi- 
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litude in any fiction I ever read. Beatrice is in love with Cas- 
tiuccio, and dies; for tbe romance, although interspersed mth 
much lighter matter, is deeply tragic, and thu shaJes darken and 
gather aa the catastrophe approaches. All tlie manners, customs, 
opinions, of the age are introduced ; the giiperstitions, the heresies, 
and the religious persecutions are displayed ; the minutest eircum- 
Stance of Italian manners ia that age is not omitted ; and the 
whole seems to me to constitute a living and a moving picture of 
OB age alinost forgotten. The author visited the scenery which she 
describes in person ; and one or two of the inferior characters are 
drawn from her own ohseryation of the Italians, for the national 
character shows itself still in certain instances noder the same 
forms as it wore in the time of Dante-* The note! consists, as X 
told you before, of three volumes, each at least equal to one of 
the Tides of ntff LaniUonl, and they will be very soon ready to be 
sent. In case you should accept the present offer, I will make one 
observation which I consider of essential importance. It ought 
to be printed in half volumes at a time, and sent to the author for 
her last corrections by the post. It may he printed on thin paper 
like that of this letter, and the expense shall fall upon me. Lord 
Byron has hia works sent in this manner ; and no person, who has 
either fame to lose or money to win, ought to publish in any other 

" By-tiie-bye, how do I stand with regard to these two great 
objects of human pursuit ? I once sought something nobler and 
better than either ; but 1 might as well have reached at the moon, 
and now, iinding that 1 have grasped the air, I should not be sorry 
to know what substantial sum, especially of the former, is in your 
hands on my account. The gods have made the r 



* The book here alluded to was ultimately published under the 
title of Valperga. Mrs. Shelley received 400/. for the copjTight ; and 
this sum was generously devoted to the relief of Godwin's pecuniary 
difficulties. In a letter to Mrs, GIsbome, dated June 3ath. 1821, 
Mrs. Shelley says that she first formed the caoception at Marlowj 
that this took a mare definite shape at Naples; lliat the work was 
delayed several times; and that it was "a child of mighty slow 
growth," It was also, she says, a work of labour, as ohe had read 
and consulted a great many books. — So. 
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ahnoners of tliiB noridly dnwa, and I t'hinb I must write an ode to 
flatter them to give me some ; if I would not that they put me off 
with a bill on posterity, which when my ghost shall present, the 
answer will be — ' no effects.' 

" Charleg the First is conceived, but not bom. Unless I am 
sure of making something good, t^e play wiU not be written. 
Pride, that ruined Satan, will kill Charles the First, for his mid- 
wife would be only less (Aqh him inkoin thwnder'Jias mods greaier. I 
am full of great plana; and, if I should tell you them, I should 
add to the list of these riddles. 

" I have not seen Mr. Procter's Mirandaln. Send it me in the 
box, and pray send me the box immediately. It is of the utmost 
consequence ; and, as you are so obliging as to say you will not 
neglect my conuuiasiona, pray send this without delay. 1 hope 
it in sent, indeed, and that you have recollected to send me several 
copies of Prometheas, the ReeoU of Islam, and the Cenci, &c-, as 
I requested you. Is there any chance of a second edition of the 
Bevoll of Islam f I could materially improve that poem on re- 
vimoQ. The Adimais, in spite of its mysticism, is the least imper- 
fect of my compositions, and, as the image of my regret and 
honour for poor Keats, I wish it to be so. I shall write to you, 
probably, by next post on the subject of that poem, and should 
have sent the promised criticism for the second edition, had I not 
mislaid, and in vain sought far, the volmne that contains Hyperion. 
Pray give me notice against what time you want the second part 
of my Defence of Poetry. 1 give you this Defence, and you may 
do what you will with it. 

" Pray give me an immediate answer about the novel. 
" I am, my dear Sir, 

" Your very obliged servant, 

" Pbhct B. Shellet " 

" 1 ought to tell you that the novel has not the smallest tincture 
of any peculiar theories in politics or religion." 
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" Mr DEAREST MaB7, 

" I 4RHIVED last night at ten o'clock, and sat up talking 
mth Lord Byron nntil five o'clock this morning. I then went to 
sleep, and now awake at eleven, and, haying despatched my break- 
fast as quick as posahte, mean to devote the interval until twelve, 

"when the post departs, to yon 

" Lord Byron has told me of a circumstance that shocks me 
exceedingly, because it exhibits a degree of desperate and wicked 
malice for which I am at a loss to account. Wherf I hear such 
things, my patience and my philosophy are put to a severe proot^ 
whUet I refrain fi\)m seeking out some ohscure hiding-place, where 
the countenance of man may never meet me more. 

" Imagine my despah: of good ; imagine how it is poseihle that 
one of so weak and sensitive a nature as mine can run farther the 
gaimtlct through this hellish, society of men. You should write ti 
the Iloppnera a letter refuting the charge, in case you helieve and 
know, and can prove that it is false ; stating the grounds and 
proofs of your belief. I need not dictate what you should say; 
nor, I hope, inspire yon with warmth to n'but a clinrgi: wliitli you 
only effeetuaUy can rebut." 

To this letter, Mrs. Shelley thus replied :— 

" Mr DBAS Shelley, 

" Shocked beyond sU measure as I was, I instantly wrot^ J 
the inclosed. If the task be not too dreadftil, pray copy it for n 
I cannot. 

" Eead that part of your letter which contains the accusation. 
I tried, hut I could not write it. I think I could as soon have 
died. I send also Elise's last letter : enclose it or not, as you think 
best. 

" I wrote to you mth fer different feelings last night, beloved 
firiend. Our bark is indeed ' tempest-tost ;' but love me, aa yon 
have ever done, and God preserve my child to me, and oiir eneni 
shall not be too much for us. Consider well if Florence be a tit 
residence for us. I love, 1 own, to face danger ; but I would not 
be imprudent. 
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" Pray get my letter to Mrs. H. copied, for a thousand reasons. 
Adieu, dearest! Take care of yourself— all yet is well. The 
shock for me is over, and I now despise the slander ; but it must 
not pass uncontradicted. I sincerely thank Lord Byron for his 
kind unbelief. 

" Affectionately yours, 

« ]\L W. S." 

" Friday. 
"Do not think me imprudent in mentioning C.'s illness at 
Naples. It is well to meet facts. They are as cunning as wicked. 
I have read over my letter : it is written in haste ; but it were as 
well that the first burst of feeling should be expressed. No 
letters." 

From Shelley to Mrs. Shelley. 

" Thursday^ Ravenna, 
" I HA.VE received your letter with that to Mrs. Hoppner. I do 
not wonder, my dearest friend, that you should have been moved. 
I was at first, but speedily regfaned the indifference which the 
opinion of anything or anybody, except our own consciences, 
amply merits, and day by day shall more receive jfrom me. I 
have not recopied your letter — such a measure would destroy its 
authenticity — but have given it to Lord Byron, who has engaged 
to send it, with his own comments, to the Hoppners. 

" People do not hesitate, it seems, to make themselves panders 
and accomplices to slander ; for the Hoppners had exacted from 
Lord Byron that these accusations should be concealed from me. 
Lord Byron is not a man to keep a secret, good or bad ; but, in 
openly confessing that he has not done so, he must observe a cer- 
tain delicacy, and therefore wished to send the letter himself; 
and indeed this adds weight to your representations. 

"Have you seen the article in the Literary Gazette on me? 
Tliey evidently allude to some story of this kind. However 
cautious the Hoppners have been in preventing the calumniated 
person from asserting his justification, you know too much of the 
world not to be certain that this was the utmost limit of their 
caution. So much for nothing. 

« >K « « 1)1 
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■' My greatest comfort wouM be utterly to desert all huninii 
society. I would retire with you and our children to a, solitary 
islsnd ill the sea ; would build a boat, and ahut upon my retreat 
the floodgates of the world. J would read no Tcviews, and talk 
with, no authors. If I dared trust my imagiuation, it would tell 
rae that there are one or two chosen companions, besides yourself; 
whom I should desire. But to this I would not listen. ^A*here 
two or three are gathered together, the devil is among them ; and 
good, far more than evil, impulses — loTe, far more than hatred — 
has been to me, except as you. have been its object, the source of 
all sorts of mischief. So, on this plan, I would be alone, and 
would devote, either to oblivion or to future generations, the over- 
flowings of a mind which, timely withdrawn from the contagion, 
should be kept fit for no h^iser abject. But this it does not appear 
that we shall do. 

" The other side of the alternative (for a medium ought not to 
be adopted) is to form for ourselves a society of our own class, as 
much OS possible, in intellect or in feelings ; and to connect our- 
selves with the interests of that society. Our roots never struck 
so deeply as at Pisa, and the transplitnted tree flourishes not. 
People who lead the lives which we led until last ivint^r, are like 
a. family of Wahabec Arabs pitching their tent in the middle of 
London, We must do one thing or the other : for yourself— for 
our child — for our existence. The calumnies, the sources of which 
are probably deeper than we perceive, have ultimately for object 
the depriving ua of the means of security and subsistence. You 
will easily perceive the gradations by which calumny proceeds to 
pretext, pretext to persecution, and persecution to the ban of fire 
and water. It is for this — and not because this or that fuol, or the 
whole court of fools cnrse and rail — that calumny is worth refuting 
or chastising." 

Bat from these painful details let ua pass to other 
subjects. 

At one time during the year 1821, Shelley thouglit 
of taking a farm situated amongst chesiiut and pine- 
woods on one of the hills near the Sei'cliio — a position 
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commanding a magnificent prospect. Another fancy 
was to settle still further in the maritime Apennines at 
Massa. His greatest desire, however, was to spend 
his summers on the shores of the sea; and, having one 
day made an excursion to Spezia, he was so delighted 
with the beauty of the bay, that he ultimately took a 
house there. This was not nntil the following year ; 
for it was long before a suitable residence could he 
found. The Villa Magni was the name of the house, 
and it was the last which Shelley occupied. 
■ He looked farwajd with great pleasure to seeing 
Leigh Hunt in the autumn of 1821 ; but the gratifi- 
cation was delayed till the following summer. The 
journalist was to join Lord Byron in the production of a 
quarterly magazine, to be called the Liberal, and Eyi-on 
wished Shelley to unite with them. This tlie latter 
declined to do, because, according to Mrs. Shelley, he 
did not like to appear desirous of actjuiring readers 
by associating his poetry with the writings of more 
popular authoi-s; and also because that association might 
have had the effect of shackling him in tiie expression 
of his opinions. But he subsequently modified his 
determination, to the extent of contributmg a few of his 
productions, though he always refused to be in any way 
connected with the undertaking in a pecuniary pomt 
of view. The first number did not appear till shortly 
after his death. 

On tlie 1st of November, Byron an-ived at Pisa, 
where he established liimself. Leigh Hunt did not 
reach Italy till several montlis later. Shelley was now 
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this explosion only tliat we caa have the smallest chance of 
Eeform. 

" If I leani anything furtber ahout the money, I BhaJl write 
yoti Bgun shortly. Meaotime, I am always, 

" Dear Slielley, 
" Yours most faithfiillj, 

" HoB4Tio Smitu." 

In his zeal for his friend's cause, Horace Smith tlius 
addressed Sir Timothy Shelley on the subject of the 
money : — 

" Sib, FaUiam, April Ulh, 1821. 

" Tbouok I have not the honour of your acquaintance, I 
venture to hope that the circumBtances which I am about to state 
will plead my excuse for intruding myself upon your attention. 
I feel pricte in declaring myself the particular ftiend of Mr. Percy 
Bysahe Shelley, for whom I have heen in the hahit of receiving 
his quarterly income, and remitting it myself to Italy, for the 
purpose of saving brokerage and agency charges. Knowing my 
intimacy with your son, Dr. Hume" applied to me last year, 
stating that he was in arrear ; at which I expressed my surprise, as 
I aasnred him that Mr. Shelley never drew more than 320i, 
leaving the 30/. regularly for his use. I meniioned his application 
in more than one letter to Italy, and on the 14th of November 
wrote to Dr. Hume tlie following letter : — 

["In this letter t I gave an extract of P. B. S.'s letter to me, 
saying he had scrupulously and regularly left the 301. in the 
banker's hands, and they had orders to pay it regularly ; express- 
ing my own conviction that Dr. H. would get it on application.] 

" To this letter I never received any reply ; from which I very 
naturally concluded that llie money was paid, and expressed this 



* Tlie custodian of Shelley's children by his first wife, — En. 

t The part here enclosed in brackets was inserted in a copy of the 
letter to Sir Timothy, afterwards sent by Horace Smith to his (Hend. 
A copy, in foil, of the letter to Dr. Ilume was of course sent to the 
baronet. — Ed. 
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belief ond conviction in my next communication to Mr. Shelley. 
Thus the affair rested till I called, on the 28th March last, witli 
my usual order on Meaara. Brookes and Co. for 2201. ; by whom I 
vfas informed that the payment of Mr. Shelley's income was 
stopped — whether permanently or temporarily, they could not tell 
me; nor could they afford me any explanation whatever, none 
having heea given to them. This uiexplicahle occurrence wns 
made known by me to Mr. Shelley on the following day. 

" It was not imtil after a good deal of peraonal trouble and 
inquiry that I learned the real state of the coae, and the institution 
of legal procfiedinga ; and, having a thorough conviction that Mr. 
Shelley had left the money at the bankers, I believed it to he 
paid. I called on Messrs. Wright and Co., and found, as I sus- 
pected, that the money had all along been lying in ikeir hanila to 
the amount of Dr. Hume'a claim within a trifle (which I presume 
are postages or some petty charges, with which Mr. Shelley was 
unacquainted), and that they had only been prevented payiog it 
at once by the want of a regular, formal cheque or order. You 
will observe he says, ia his letter to me :— ' I have regularly and 
scrupulously left SOl. from my income for Dr. Hume's draft ; ' hut 
it is probable that, although he told the bankers he left it for 
Dr. Hume, he omitted to lodge a regular credit for his drafts — 
an oversight for which his inexperience of business supplies a 
BufScient esplanatiotf and excuse. Wliy this inquiry was not made 
nt the hankers before the institution of law proceedings; why no 
application was made to me to get tbe irregularity rectified, which 
r would have pledged myself to have done; why nothing was 
said to him ; why 250^. was finally impounded to pay i20i. — are 
points of which I will not offer any solution. 

" I cannot find that Mr. Shelley has received from any quarter 
the smallest intimation of these proceedings. He has been left in 
a foreign country without the means of preaent subsistence, and 
must have been expoied to the most distressing suspense and 
anxiety from the sudden announcement of the cessation of his 
income without a syUable of explanation. 

" To conduct so harsh and unmerited, and evincing auch a total 
disregard to his feelings, you, sir, I am sure, would never have 
become a paity, hut ft'om some great misapprehension of the real 



170 



SIlELLliY MEMOBIALS. 



oiroamstances of the case. It b to remove this errooeons inipm- 
sion, and to prove to 70U, aa I trust 1 have (lone effectuallj, that 
Mr. Shelley has hecn guilty of nothing but a little ignorance of 
the precise forms of hankera' businesB, that I have ventured to 
trouble you nith this loug explanation. My sincere respect and 
Attachment to that gentlemaji would not allow mc to be sileat 
when I thought him aggrieved ; and, in the hope that this feeling 
will plead my esousc for intruding upon your time, I beg to 
suliacribe my aelf respectfully, &c., fee, 

"H. Smith." 



I 



From Horace Smith to Sltelle!/. 



"Mrn 



a Shej:.i.et, 



FidJiam, April ITtfi, 1821. 
" I wHOTB you on the 3rd of thia month, and I have been 
engaged in warlike operations fur you ever since. I have a long 
Btory to tell. Determined to ferret out the mystery of this 
Chancery suit, I went from one place to another making inquiries ^ 
and, as Dr. Uume made no reply to my first letter, 1 wrote him a 
aeeond, which, after an interval of several days, extorted the reply 
of wliich I send you a copy. On the same day when tbia came to 
hand, I called on Mr. LongdiU, whom I understood to be your 
friend, when he at once confessed that he was a party to the pro- 
ceedings against you, in order, as he aaid, to get Dr. Hume paid, 
whom he had himself recommended as custodian to the children.* 
He did not seem to believe that the SOI. had been left at Urookes's, 
and I found had never written to you, as he asked where you 
were. I went to the bankers' — back to hiiii— -was told by him 
that the law charges were now all incurred, and that it was too 
late to stay proceedings. Front him I oanie home, chewing the 
cud of indignation, and, on my arrival, Hume's letter was put into 
my hand, whence I found that Sir Timothy was also made a 
party, and observed the alacrity with which Mr. Whitton had 



* It will be recoUeeted that, at the time of Lord Eldon's decree, 
Mr. Longdill was Shelley's legal adviser ; wliiuli renders his subse- 
quent cooduet very estraocdinary. — Ed. 
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FCcammended Chancery applicatioDs, and tlie impounding of 2501. 
to pay 1201. On a review of the whole affair, it did appear such 
a cowardly cabal against an absent man — it evinced suuh oa iii- 
fiilting indifference to your feelings— it appeared bo cruel that, 
amid 80 many parties (some calling themselves your ftiends), not 
one could be found to give a hint to you or me — that, in a tower- 
ing passion, I sat down and wrote to Dr. Hume, finding the utmost 
difficulty to restrain my indignation within civil bouods. Bead 
this letter, and tell me whether I do not deserve credit for Eufa- 
duing ray fediags to such temperate language ? 

" Yesterday, I wrotfi to Sir Timotliy, of which also you have 
a copy, and in which no want of respect can be imputed to mc. 
This night, I have received the enclosed from Mr. Longdill, whose 
conscience, I suppose, bos directed some of my immendoes to his 
own bosom, and, with the usual self-betrayal of a man who feels 
he has done wrong, he has reeourae to vulgarity and abuse. 

" From Sir Timothy I do not expect any reply, and here, there- 
fore, 80 far OS I am concerned, the matter will probably end. My 
bitter and uncoatrollable acorn of all paltry underhand proceed- 
ings may have led me to interfere unnecessarily or intemperately ; 
but, as I thought it very likely that yoiw conduct had been 
bhuoned to Sir Timothy in the blackest colours, I determined on 
letting him know how the matter really stood. Perhaps it might 
not be amiss if you were to write him a respectful, explanatory 
letter. 

" You will observe that llr. Wesfbrooke is a party to the suit, 
and probably, as there can be no defence, it iviU he decided against 
you ; but I suppose they will make some arrangement for can- 
celling the order in the event of the death of one or both of the 
children. I suppose, also, you voll have the pleasure of paying 
the law charges of thia application; but, as I have cut myself 
off from the honour of any commimicatiou with the gentlemen 
who have treated you with so much respect, I must receive 
my next intelligence from you, which pray give me, soon as 

*' As attiurs seem all settling in Italy, I resume my intention of 
taking you by the hand. My wife has a daughter, and is doing 
perfectly well. I expect we shall be ready to start in July or 
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August Will that be too Lot, and would you preferably recom- 
mend October? Let me heaj from you fully, and believe me 
always, , 

" Jly dear Shelley, 

" Youra very sincerely, 

" HoHATio Smith." 

From Horace Smith to Shelley. 

" Dbae Shelley, London, April im, 1821. 

" I WBOTB you on the 17th inst., with a budget of letters 
relative to this law-etiit ; and aane-xed I hand you a copy of Sir 
Timothy's reply, received yesterday. I am most glad that I wrote 
to him, for it turns out that my conjecture that he was unac- 
quainted with the affair is correct, ^d that the law proeeedinga 
were literally cooked up by the lawyers. It appears a raoat scan- 
dalous hberty in Mr. Whitloiij not only to make your father a 
party without his privity, but actually to stop your money on his 
own authority. I have this day written a few lines to Sir Timothy, 
stating thatlhadseen a letter at Wright's from Whitton, certainly 
implying that he liad communicated with Sir T. ; and I leave the 
lawyer to get out of this dilemma as well as he can. Of Whitton 
I know nothing ; but I seem to dislike him by instinct Ilai mg 
written you so many letters lately, I have nothmg lurther to =ay 
tlian to repeat the pleasant assurance that I shall this summer or 
autumn lake you by the hand, when we can talk ovei all these 
matters. 

" I am, my dear Shelley, 

" Ever yours, 

" HoBATio Smith." 

From Sir Timothy Shelley to Horace Smith. 

" Sib, Bath, \1tk April, 1821. 

" TouB letter of the 13th inst. I received this day. 'Tis 
the first intimation I have had of the business you allude to, either 
in law proceedings or otherwise, more than last year I did hear 
the payment had been countermanded ; but, hearing nothing far- 
ther, I concluded it had been rectified. 
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" I ahall lay your letter before my solicitor, to be informed of 
any circuraatancea that may have necessarily arken that concern 
my name as a party. 

" I have the honour to be, Sir, 

" Tour obedient servant, 

''T. Shellet." 

From Horace Smith to Shelley. 

" Mt deab Shelley, Paris, August SOlh, 1821. 

" I wKOTE you on the lOth, and have aincchad the pleasure 
of receiving youra, by Mr. and Mrs. Gbbome, who made a verj' 
short slay here, and left us a few days ago for England. 

" He handed me alao your poem on Keata'a death, which I like, 
with the exception of the Caici, better than anything you have 
written, finding in it a great deal of fansy, feeling, and beautiful 
language, with ncne of the metaphysical abstraction which is so 
apt to puzzle the uninitiated in your productions. It reminded 
me of Lycidas, more from the similarity of the subject than any 
thing in the mode of treatment. 

" You must expect a fresh stab from Soutbey whenever he has 
an opportunity. Mrs. G. also left me a copy for Moore, who is 
residing in the neighbourhood of Paris, though I have not seen 

" About a fortnight ago, my wife became worse, and the wea- 
ther setting in about the same time with an unusual intensity of 
heat, so completely overcame her that I was obliged to have medi- 
cal advice, and the physician (an Englishman settled here) dis- 
suades me from taking her to a more southern latitude. Terrified 
at ihe intensity of the heat here, where unfortunately it has been 
of a very uncommon fierceness, she now dreads encountering the 
Euu of Italy ; and, in Ihe face of these insuperable dissuasives, I 
cannot of course proceed. The disappointmeat and vexation of 
this sudden overthrow of all my long cherished plans is not less 
pninfnl to me than the cause of it is distressing. I have also to 
regret the trouble I have unnecessarily given you, and the disap- 
pointment (for I have vanity enough to believe you will think it 
such) to which I have espoied jiou. In the midst of these more 
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seriouB annnyBQces, I have hardly time to Htlend to the petty 
inconveniencea to which we must be sabjected by wintering here 
without any of our clothes, books, or comforts, all of which have 
been shipped to Leghorn. I think of taking a house at Versailles, 
but at present I am quite unsettled in everything. When I have 
arranged nty plans, I ehall write to you again j till when, and 
always, 

" I am, my dear Shelley, 

" Your very sincere and disappointed friend, 

" HOBATIO Smitu." 

Towards the close of Decembei-j Mrs. Shelley wrote 
a letter to Mrs. Gisbome, in which she says : — 

" Since writing my last letter, we have heard of the departure 
of Hunt,* and now anxiously await hia arri^-al. He will lie more 
comfortable than he dreams of now ; for Lord Byrou has furnished 
the piau terr-eno of hia own house for him, so that (more lucky 
tiian the rest of the economical English, who come here) he will 
find clean and spacious apartments, with every comfort about him, 
and a climate — such a climate ! We dine in a room without a fire, 
with all the windows open ; a tramontano reigns, which renders 
the sky clear, and the warm sud pours into our apartments. It is 
cold at night, but as yet not uncomfortably so ; and it now verges 
towards Christmas-day. I am busy in arranging Hunt's rooms, 
dnce that task devolves upon me. 

" Lord Byron U now living very sociably, giving dinners to his ** 
male acquaintance, and writing divinely. Perhaps by this time you 
have seen Cava, and will agree with us in thinking it his finest 
production. Of some works one says— one has thought of such 
things, though one could not have expressed them so well. It is 
not thus with Cnia. One has, perhaps, stood on the extreme 
verge of such ideas, and from the niidst of the darkness which had 
surrounded us the voice of the poet now is heard, telling a won- 
drous tale. 

* leigh Hunt and hia femily had indeed departed, but were ariren 
back by stress of weather; so that their voyoge wai poalponed for 
some months. — Ed. 
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" Our friends in Greece are getting on famously. All the Morea 
is subdued, and much treasure was acquired with the capture of 
Tripoliza. Some cruelties have ensued ; but the oppressor must 
in the end buy tyranny with blood : such is the law of necessity. 
The young Greek Prince you saw at our house is made the head 
of the Provisional Government in Greece. He has sacrificed his 
whole fortune to his country ; and, heart and soul, is bent upon her 
cause. 

" You will be glad to hear that Shelley's health is much im- 
proved this winter. He is not quite well, but he is much better. 
The air of Pisa is so mild and delightful, and the exercise on 
horseback agrees with him particularly. Williams, also, is quite 
recovered. We think that we may probably spend next summer 
at La Spezia — ^at least, I hope that we shall be near the sea. 

" The clock strikes twelve. I have taken to sit up rather late 
this last month, and, when all the world is in bed or asleep, find a 
little of that solitude one cannot get in a town through the day. 
Yet daylight brings with it all the delights of a town residence, 
and all the delights of friendly and social intercourse — ^few of 
the pains; for my horizon is so contracted that it shuts most 
of those out. 

" Most sincerely yours, 

" Mart W. S." 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THE BAY OF SPEZIA. 

The end now rapidly approaches. We have arrived 
at/ the year which saw the close of Shelley's short life ; 
but a few minor incidents remain to be recorded before 
we stand in the presence of death. 

The winter of 1822 was spent at Pisa. Shelley, 
during part of the time, was engaged on the dramatic 
fragment, Charles the First — a subject which he had 
at one time proposed to Mrs. Shelley; but, being dis- 
satisfied with the progress he was makuig, he threw 
aside the conception, and devoted his thoughts to a 
mystical poem in the terza rinia^ called the Triumph of 
Life — also left incomplete, and the last of his long 
productions. He likewise, about the same time, made 
several translations from Goethe, Calderon, Homer, &c., 
with a view to their publication in the Liberal. 

In the January of this year, or towards the end of 
the previous December, Shelley became acquainted with 
Mr. Trelawny, who called on him at Pisa, and who, 
in his recently published Recollections of the last Days 
of Shelley and Byron^ has given an interesting account 
of his introduction. It was dusk when he arrived at 
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poet's residence, and through the open door of the 
room he observed a pair of glitteiing eyes. IVIrs. 
Williams, who lived in the same house, exclaimed, 
" Come in, Shelley ; it's only our fiiend Tre, just 
arriyed," Thus encouraged, the poet glided in, in some 
confusion, but holding out both his hands cordially. 
He was habited in a jacket, which he seemed ffl have 
outgrown, and which added to his juvenile appearance, 
A book was in his hand, whicli proved to be Galderon's 
Magico Prodigioso ; and, being asked to read some 
passages, he made an extempore rendering of several 
parts with marvellous ease and rapidity, accompanying 
his translation by a masterly analysis of the genius of 
the author, and a lucid interpretation of the stoiy. 
Suddenly he disappeared ; and Mrs. Williams, in answer 
to the nstonishment of Mr. Trelawny, said, " Oh ! he 
comes and goes like a spirit; no one knows when or 
where." Shelley, however, had simply gone to fetch his 
wife. From this time until the poet's death, Mr. Tre- 
lawny was on intimate terms with him. 

Mrs. Shelley's opinion of their new friend may be 
gathered fi-om an entry in lier journal, under date 
January 19th, 1822:— 

" Trelawny is extravagant — partly natural, and 
partly, perhaps, put on ; but it suits him weU ; and, 
if his abrupt, but not unpolished, manners be assumed, 
they are nevei-thelesa in unison witli his Moorish 
face (for he looks Oriental, though not Asiatic), his 
dark hair, his Herculean form. And then there is an 
air of extreme good-nature, which pervades his whole 
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counteuance, especially when he smiles, — which assni'ea 
me that his heart is good. He tells strange stories 
of himself — liorrific ones — so that they harrow one up ; 
while with his emphatic, but unmodulated, voice, his 
simple yet strong language, he portrays the most 
frightful situations. Then, all tlicse adventures toot 
place between tlie ages of thirteen and twenty. I 
heheve them now I see the man; and, tired with tlie 
every-day sleepinras of haman intercourse, I am glad 
to meet with one who, among other valuable qualities, 
has the rare merit of interesting my imagination." 

And, in a letter addressed to Mrs. Gishorae on the 
9th of February, Mrs. Shelley says : — " Trelawny [is] 
a kind of half-Arab Englishman, whose life has been 
as changeful as that of Anastasius, and who recoimts 
the adventures of his youth as eloquently and well as 
the imagined Greet. He is clever : for his moral 
qualities, I am yet in the dark. He is a strange web, 
which I am endeavouring to unravel. I would fain 
leam if generosity is united to impetnousness, nohihty 
of spirit to bis assumption of singularity and uide- 
pendence. He ia sis feet high ; raven black hair, which 
curls thickly and shortly like a Moor's ; dai'k grey 
expressive eyes ; overhanging brows ; upturned hps, 
and a smile which expresses good-uature and kind- 
heartedness. Hia voice is monotonous, yet emphatic; 
and his languagCj as he relates the events of his 
life, energetic and simple. Whether the tale ba one 
of blood and horror, or of irreaistible comedy, hia 
company is delightful, for he excites me to think. 



THE BAY OF SPEZIA. 179 

and, if any evil share the intercourse, tliat time will 
unveil," 

In was not many months before the writer had a 
terrible means of judging the sterling worth and kind- 
ness of her new friend's character. 

The fatal project of the boat was suggested by 

[* Mr. Trelawny very early in the year ; and, on the 

I 15th of January, as recorded in Williams's journal, the 

j former gentleman brought with him the model of an 

American schooner, after which design it was projiosed 

that a craft thirty feet long should be built It appears, 

however, that ultimately a design to which Williams 

had taken a fancy was adopted. Mr. Trelawny at once 

■wrote to Captain Roberts (a nautical friend at Genoa) 

I to commence the work directly. Shelley aud Williams 

I were to be the joint proprietors of this boat, which, 

I when completed, was called the " Don Juan," On the 

[ passage in Williams's diary recording the diacussion 

of the details of the project, Mrs. Shelley has written 

_ this note : — 

" Thus, on that night — one of gaiety and thought- 
lessness — Jane's* and my miserable destiny was decided. 
We then said, laughing, to each other : ' Om- husbands 
decide without asking our consent, or having our con- 
currence ; for, to tell you the truth, I hate tliis boat, 
though I say nothing.' Said Jane, 'So do I ; but 
speaking would be useless, and only spoil their plea- 
sure.' How well I remember that night ! How short- 

• Sirs. Williams. 
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i we ai-e 1 And now that its anniversary is come 
and gone, methinks I cannot be the wretch I too 
trnly am," 

A mystcriona intimation of the great calamity that 
was fast approaching seems to have hung like a cloud 
over the spirits of Mrs. Shelley at this time. She 
records in her diary that, on the evening of Febrnary 
7th, she went to a ball ; and this gives rise to some 
singular reflections. " During a long, long evening in 
mixed society," she writes, " how often do one's sensa- 
tions change ; and, swift as the west wind drives the 
shadows of clouds across the snnny hills or tlte wa\-ing 
com, so swift do sentiments pass, painting, yet not 
disfiguring, the serenity of the mind. It is then that 
life seems to weigh itself, and hosts of memories and 
imaginations, thrown into one scale, make the other 
kick the beam. You remember wliat yon have felt, 
what you have dreamt; yet you dwell on the shadowy 
side, and lost hopes and death {such as you have seen 
it) seem to cover all things with a funeral paJl. The 
time that was, is, and will be, presses upon you, and, 
standing the centre of a moving circle, you ' slide 
giddily as the world reels.'* You look to Heaven, 
and would demand of the everlasting stars, that the 
thoughts and passions which are your life may be as 
ever-living as they. You would demand of the blue 
Empyrean that your mind might he as clear as it, 
and that the tears which gather in your eyes might 
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I be the shower that would drain from its profouiidest 
' depths the springs of weakness and sorrow. But — a 
I thousand swift, consuming lights supply tlie place of 
the eternal ones of Heaven. The enthusiast suppresses 
her tears, crushes her opening thoughts, and — all is 
clijuiged. Some word, some look, excites the lagging 
blood; laughter dances in the eyes, and the spirits 
rise proportionably high. 

' The Queen is all for revels ; her light hearf. 
Unladen from the heaviness of state, 
Bestows itself upon delightful ness." 

" Sometimes I awaken from my visionary monotony, 
and my thoughts flow, until, as it is exquisite pain to 
Btop the flowing of the blood, so is it painful to check 
expression, and make the overflowing nuud return to 
its usual channel. I feel a kind of tenderuess to those, 
whoever they may be (even though strangers), who 
awaken this train, and touch a chord so full of hai'mony 
and thrilling music." 

'Wlieii this was written, Shelley was away, in com- 
pany with Williams, on a visit to Spezia, where they, 
were seeking for a house. They were absent about 
four days, returning on the 11th of February. Under 
tiiat date, Mrs. Shelley writes iu her journal : — 

" What a mart this world ia ! Feelings, sentiments, 
more invaluable than gold or precious stones, are the 
coin; and what is bought? Contempt, discontent, and 
disappointment : if, indeed, the mind be not loaded with 
drearier memories. 
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" And what say the worldly to this ? Use Spartan 
coin ; pay away iron and lead alone ; and store up 
yoiir precious metal. But, alas ! from nothing, nothing 
comes ; or, as all things seem to degenerate, give lead, 
and yoa will receive cln.y. The moat contemptihle 
of idl lives is when you live in the world, and none 
of your passions or affections are called into action. 
I am convinced I could not live tJiua ; and, as Sterne 
says that in solitude he would worship a tree, — so, 
in the world, I should attach myself to those who bore 
the semblance of those qualities which I admire. But 
it is not tliis tliat I want. Let me love the trees, the 
skies and the ocean, and that all-encompassing Spirit 
of which I may soon become a part. Let me, in my 
fellow-creature, love that which is, and not fix my 
affection on a fair form endued with imaginary attri- 
tutes. Where goodness, kindness, and talent are, let 
me love and admire thorn at their juit rate, neither 
adding nor diminishing; and, above all, let me fear- 
lessly descend into the remotest caverns of my own 
mind, carry the torch of self-knowledge uito its dimmest 
recesses — but too happy if I dislodge any evil spirit, or 
enshrine a new deity in some hitherto uninliabited nook." 
An amusing anecdote is related by Mrs. Shelley in 
a letter to Mrs. Gisbome, dated March 7th. " So," 
she exclaims, " H. is shocked that, for good neighbour- 
hood's sake, I visited the piano di sotto. Let him 
reassure himself: instead of a weekly, it was only a 
monthly, visit. In fact, after going three times, I stayed 
away. He preached against Atheism, and, they said. 
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against Shelley. As he invited me himself to come, 
this appeared to me very impertinent; so I wTote to 
him, to ask liim whether Le intended any personal 
allusion. He denied the chsirge most entirely. This 
affair, as yoa may guess, among the English at Pisa 
made a great noise. Gossip here is of conrse out of all 
bounds. Some people have given them something to 
talk about, I have seen little of it all ; but that which 
I have seen makes me long most eagerly for some 
sea-girt isle where, with Shelley, my babe, my books 
and horses, we might give the rest to the winds. 
This we shall not have. For the present, Shelley is 
eiitangied with Loi-d BjTon, who is in a terriblo fright 
lest he should desert him. We shall have boats, and 
■go somewhera on the sea-coast, where, I dare say, we 
shall spend our time agreeably enough." 

An exciting, and even perilous, event occurred to 
SheDey about this time. Together with Lord Byron, 
Trelawny, Count Ganiba the younger, a Capfciin Hay, 
and a Mr. Taaffe, he was riding home outside the gates 
of Pisa, on horseback, with the ladies following in a 
carriage. Suddenly " a mounted dragoon " — to quote 
the account given by Williams in his diary — " dashed 
through their party, and touched Taaffe's horse as they 
passed in an insolent and defying manner. Lord Byron 
put spurs to his horse, saying that he should give some 
accomit of such insolence. Shelley's horse, however, 
was the fleetest, and, coming up to the di-agoon, he 
crossed and stopped him, till tlie party arrived; but 
they had now reached the gate where a guard was 
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stationed, and, finding hJmself so ivell supported, he 
drew Ilia sword, and, after abusing them all as ' maladetti 
Inglesi," began to cut and slasli to the right and left 
(and what signified it to him whether he had the hlood 
of all tlie English here ?), saying that he arrested them 
all. ' Do that if you can,' said Lord Eyran, and dashed 
tlirough the guard with young Count Gamba, and 
reached home to bring arms for what he expected would 
turn out a serious scuttle. The dragoon, fini^ng the 
rest of the party intended to force tlieir way, made a 
desperate cut at Shelley, who took off his cap, and, 
warding the blow from the sbai-p part of the sabre, tlie 
hilt struck his head and knocked luni off his horse. 
The fellow was repeating his cut at Shelley while down, 
when Captain Hay parried it with a cane he had in his 
hand ; but the sword cut it in two, and struck Captain 
Hay's face across tlie nose. A violent scene now took 
place, and the dragoon tried to get into the town and 
escape, when Lord B. arrived, and, half drawing a 
sword-stick to show that he was amied, the fellow put 
np his sword, and begged Lord Byron to do the same. 
It was now dark, and, after walking a few paces with 
Lord Byron, iie put his horse into a gallop, and endea- 
Youi'ed to get off; but, on passing Lord Byron's house, 
a servant had armed himself with a pitchfork, and 
speared him as he passed. He fell from liis horse, and 
was carried to the hospitaL 

" Trelawny had finished his story" when Lord Byron 
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came in — tlie Cotmtess fainting on hia arm, Shelky sick 
iroin the blow. Lord Bjron and the young , Count 
foaming with rage, Mrs. Shelley looking philosophicalh- 
apon tliis interesting scene, and Jane and I wondering 
what tlie devil was to come next. Taafle, after having 
given his deposition at the police-office, returned to us 
with a long iace, saying tliat the dragoon could not 
live out the night. All now again sallied forth to he 
the first to acci^e, and, according to Italian policy, not 
wait to be accused. 

" 9 o'clock. — The report already in circulation about 
Pisa is ' tliat a party of peasants, having risen in insur- 
rection, made an attack upon the guard, headed by 
some Englishmen ; and that the guard maintained 
their ground manfully against an awfiil niimber of 
anned insurgents. One Englishman, whose name 
was Trelawny, left dead at the gat-e, and Lord 
B_\-ron mortally wounded,' who is now telling me the 
tale, and Trelawny drinking brandy-and-water by his 
side. 

" 10 o'clock. — How the attack ought to have been 
conducted is now agitating: all appear to me to he 
wrong. 

"11 o'clock. — Disperse to our separate homes, 

" March 25th. — At seven this morning, an officer from 
the police called here, demanding my name, country, 
profession, and requesting to have an account of my 
actions between the hours of six and eight yesterday 
evening. Sly servants told him I was asleep, but that 
they could inform him that I was engaged in a very 
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bloody scene" between those hours. 'Then he must 
come to the police-office.' ' Ask liiin,' said I, ' if I am 
to bring the scene with mej or the whole play as far 
as I have written.' 

" 12 o'clock. — Shelley comes. The wounded dragoon 
much worse. Hair that the soldiers are confined to 
their barracks, but they swear to be revenged on some 
of us. A report is abroad that Taaffe is the assasaO] 
and is now confined in Lord B.'s house, guarded by 
bull-dogs, &c., to avoid the police. This he himself 
overheard while walking down the Lung Arno. Shelley 
and Trelawny tliink it necessary to go armed. A skate- 
strap is therefore substituted for a pistol-belt, and my 
pistols 80 slung to Trelawny's waist. 

"2 o'chcL — SaUied forth. Very much stared and 
pointed at. Called on Lord B. Heard that extreme 
unction had been administered to the dragoon, whose 
wound is considered mortal. A deposition is drawn up, 
and sent, with all the signatures concerned, to the police. 
The GK'aad Duke is exjiected to-night." 

Notwithstanding the severity of his wound, the dragoon 
recovered, and there is no account of the servant being 
banished, as some writers have stated. But Lord Bynm 
shortly afterwards left Pisa, which he probably found 
it necessary to do, in consoq^uence of the fray. 

Shelley exhibited great acti\-ity in this affair ; and on 
another occasion, when a man at Lucca had been con- 
demned to be burnt ahvc for sacrilege, he proposed 
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to Lord Eyron and Captain Medwin that they shoidd 
at once arm, mount, and, setting off for the spot, 
endeavour to rescue the man when brought out for 
execution, and to carry him beyond the frontiers. 
Pending this last resource, however, they got up, 
together with other English residents, a petition to the 
Grand Duke; and the sentence on the prisoner was 
commuted to hard labour at the galleys. 

In writing to Mr. Gisbome on the 10th of April, 
Shelley makes some allusion to his study of Goethe's 
Faust. He obser^'es : — " I have been reading over and 
over ag£un Faust, and always with sensations which no 
other composition cscites. It deepens the gloom, ajid 
augments the rapidity, of ideas, and would therefore 
seem to me an unfit study for any person who is a prey 
to the reproaches of memory and the delusions of an 
imagination not to bo restrained. And yet the pleasure 
of sympathizing with emotions known only to few, 
although they derive their sole charm from despaii' and 
the scorn of the narrow good we can attain in onr 
present state, seems more than to ease the pain which 
belongs to them. Perhaps all discont<;nt with the less 
(to use a Platonic sophism) supposes the sense of a 
juat claim to the greater, and that we admirers of 
Fmcat are on the right road to Paradise." 

The Shelleys and Williamses left Pisa on the 26th of 
April for their new house, the Villa Magni, situated in a 
wild spot in tlie Bay of Spezia, on the very border of 
the sea, and under the shadow of a steep hill which rose 
behind it. The proprietor of the estate was insane, and 
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had at one time rooted up the olives on the hill-side, 
and planted forest ti'ees in their places. This, as Mrs. 
Shelley records in her notes to the poems, gave tJie 
plantation an unusually- English appearance. Dai'k, 
heavy-foliaged walnut and ilex trees, however, over- 
hung the white stone house behind ; while in front 
stretched tlie tideless bay, shut in by jagged cliffs and 
moltiform rocks, with tEie near castle of Lerici to the 
east, and Poi-to Venere far off to tlie west. The situa- 
tion was so solitaiy tliat there was only one foot-path 
over the beach, which trailed its anccrtain course along 
very rough ground towards Lerici. In the other direc- 
tion, there was no path at all. 

The weather in this rocky nook was often charac- 
terized by a savage grandeur. The sirocco would come 
raging along, bringing a wide dimness with it. Squalls 
were of frequent occuiTence, churning up the foam from 
the blue waters of the bay ; the wind appeared seldom 
to lull in that exposed situation ; and the sea roared 
so incessantly that Mrs. Shelley says it almost seemed 
as if they were on shipboard. But the sunshine often 
broke out over the precipitous shores, the dark fohage, 
and the wavering ocean, kindling all objects with the 
lustre and glory of the Italian atmosphere ; and the 
sea would become quiet for a time. 

Wild as were the elements and tlie spot, the natives 
were wilder still. Theh manners were almost savage, 
with a mixture of the fierce i-evelry of Bacchanals. 
They frequently passed the night on the beach, singing 
rough, half frantic songs, and dancing fantastically 
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among the waves that broke aiid tumbled on the shore. 
AU the circumstances were of the most picturesque 
kind ; but some of the pains of isolation must also have 
been felt by the English strangers. " We could get," 
writes Mrs. Sheiley, "no provisions nearer than Sar- 
zana, at a distance of three miles and a half off, with 
the torrent of the Magra between ; and even there the 
supply was very deficient Had we been wrecked on 
an island of the Soath Seas, we could scai'cely have felt 
ourselves further from civilization and comfort; but 
where the sun shines the latter becomes an unnecessary 
luxury, and we had enough society among ourselves. 
Yet I confess housekeeping became rather a toilsome 
task, especially as I was suffering in my health, and 
could not exert myself actively." 

Mr. Trelawny says that the villa looked more like a 
boat-house or a bathing-house than a place to live in. 
The ten-ace, or ground-floor, was unpaved, and Lad 
been used for the storing of boat gear, &c, ; and the 
single story over it was divided into a saloon and four 
small rooms, with one chimney for cooking. 

The fatal boat arrived on the 12th of May. She was 
brought round from Genoa by some English seamen, 
who, according to the entry in Williams's Journal, spoke 
highly of her ijerformoncea. The writer adds: — "She 
docs indeed excite my surprise and admiration. Shelley 
and I walked to Lerici, and made a stretch oif the land 
to try her ; and I find she fetches whatever she looks at. 
In short, we have now a perfect plaything for the 
summer." This last sentence sounds like a ghastly 
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dalliance with death. Jlr. Trelawny did not think so 
highly of the hoat as Williams; and Captain Hoberts, 
the builder, had always protested against the model, but 
to no effect, for the self-love of Williams blinded hJni 
to the feults of his design. The sailoi's who navigated 
her from Genoa to Spezia reported to Mr. Trelawny, 
according to that gentleman's account, " that they had 
beeu oat in a rough night, that she was a ticklish boat 
to manage, bat had sailed and worked well." They 
cautioned Shelley and Williams on the necessity for 
careful management, but seemed to think that, with two 
good seamen, all would be right. Shelley, however, 
only retained an English lad about eighteen years 
of age. 

Shelley's dehglit was now perfect. He was sur- 
rounded by friends whora he esteemed; he was ex- 
pecting the arrival of another friend, for whom he 
entertained [an affectionate regai'd ; and he was enabled 
to spend a large part of his time on his favourite element. 
The weather became fine, and the whole party often 
passed their evenings on the water. Shelley and Wil- 
liams sailed frequently to Massa ; or, when the weather 
was unfavourable, amused themselves by altering tho 
rigging, or by building a light boat of canvas and roods, 
in which they might be enabled to float in waters too 
shallow for the " Don Juan," Thus aided, they ex- 
plored a good deal of the coast of Italy. Shelley always 
had writing materials on board the larger vessel; and 
much of the Triumph of Life was composed as the 
poet glided down the purple seas of southern Europe, 
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rithin sigM of nobla objects of natural scenery, made 
trebly glorious by the crowJiiig memories of a splendid 
history and the golden halo of poetical associations. 
Sometimes, at night, when the sea was calm and the 
moon free from elonds, Shelley would go alone in his 
little shallop to some of the caves that opened from the 
rocky precipices on to the bay, and would sit weaving 
his wild verses to the measured beatmg of the waves as 
they crept up towards the shore. The stanza in wliich 
he was ivriting (the (firra rima) has a strange affinity, 
in its endless and interlinked progression, with the 
trooping of the sea-waves towards the land; and a 
fancifrJ ear may please itself ty heai'ing in the lines of 
the Triumph of Life, as in an ocean shell, the distant 
murmuring of the Bay of Spezia. 

The wildness of the objects by which he was con- 
stantly surrounded — the solenmity of the sohtude in 
which he had voluntarily placed himself, broken occa- 
sionally by the uproar of the half-civiKsed men and 
women from the adjacent districts — the abrupt tran- 
sitions of his life from sea to land, and from land to sea 
— the frequent recurrence of appalling storms, and the 
lofty, but wefrd, absti-aetions of the poem he was com- 
posing, — contributed to plunge the mmd of Shelley into 
a state of morbid excitement, the restjt of which was 
a tendency to see visions. One night, loud cries were 
heard issuing from the saloon. The Williamses rushed 
out of their room in alarm ; Mrs. Shelley also endea- 
voured to reach the spot, but fainted at the door- 
Entering the saloon, the WilUamscs found Shelley 
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staring horribly into the air, aud evidently in a traimc. 
They waked him, and he related that a figure wrapped 
in a mantle came to his bedside, and beckoned him. 
He must then have risen in his sleep ; for he followed 
the imaginary figure into the saloon, when it lifted the 
hood of its mantle, ejaculated, " Siels sodisfattoV* and 
vanished. The dream is said to have been suggested 
by an incident occurring in a drama attributed to 
Calderon. 

Another vision appeared to Shelley on the evening 
of May 6th, when he and Williams were walking 
together on the terrace. The story is thus recorded 
by the latter in his diary : — 

"Fine. Some heavy drops of rain fell without a. 
cloud being visible. After tea, while walking with S. 
on the terrace, and observing the effect of moonshine 
on the waters, he complained of being unusually 
nervous, and, stopping short, he gi'asped me violently 
by the arm, and stared steadfastly on the white surf 
that broke upon the beach under our feet Observing 
him sensibly affected, I demanded of him if he was in 
pain ; but he only answered by saying, ' There it is 
again ! there ! ' He recovered after some time, and 
declared that he saw, as plainly as he then saw me, a 
naked child [Allegra, who had recently died] rise from 
the sea, and clasp its hands as if in joy, smiling at him. 
This was a trance that it required some reasoning and 
philosophy entirely to wake him fi'ora, so forcibly had 

• " Are 70U Bati^Ged f " 
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the vision operated on his mind. Our conversation, 
which had been at first rather melancholy, led to this ; 
and my confirming his sensations by confessing that I 
had felt the same, gave greater activity to his ever- 
wandering and lively imagination." 

Thus passed the first half of the year 1822. It was 
one of the happiest periods of Shelley's life ; but it did 
not produce much literary fruit One of the poet's 
most perfect small productions, however, must be re- 
ferred to this date: — the address To a Lady with g> 
Guitar. In that exquisite trifle, Shelley pictures him- 
self as Ariel ; and, addressing the lady, he says : — 

*^ Now, alas ! the poor sprite is 
Imprisoned, for some fault of his. 
In a body like a grave : 
From you he only dares to crave, 
For his service and his sorrow, 
A smile to-day, a song to-morrow." 

lie little knew how soon the spirit was to be emancipated 
from its " grave " by the liberator, Death ! 

The very last verses written by Shelley took the 
form of a little poem welcoming Leigh Hunt to Italy •. 
This lias, unfortunately, been lost. 
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CHAPTER XIIL 

SHELLEY'S DEATH AND OBSEQUIES- 

I^EIGH Hunt arrived at Genoa on the 14th of June^ and 
was heartily welcomed by Shelley, in a letter which he 
wrote to him. But so desirous was the latter of seeinsr 
his ffiend personally, that he detemuned to go in his boaf 
with Williams to Leghorn, where Hunt had speedily 
proceeded, to arrange with Lord Byron the final preli- 
minaries of the Liberal. Shelley at this time was in 
high spirits; Mrs. Shelley, on the contrary, was exceed- 
ingly depressed (owing, no doubt, to ill health), and was 
haunted by a profound presentiment of coming evil, 
which had saddened her during the whole time she had 
lived in the Bay of Spezia. The weather was now 
int^isely hot, though the breeze which sprang up fix)m 
the sea at noon cooled the air for awhile, and set the 
waters sparkling. A great drought had prevailed for 
some time : prayers for rain were put up in the churches, 
relics were paraded through the towns ; and the unusual 
character of the weather seemed to betoken that any 
change would be ushered in by a violent storm. Shelley, 
however, was not the man to be deterred by such por- 
tents from his contemplated journey ; nor was his friend 



SUELLIiY's DUATII AND OBSEIJUIEH. 195 

and compauioiij WiUiams. Tliey accordingly disre 
garded the warning wliich Mr. Trelawny liad given 
them some months hcfore, with respect to the difference 
hetwcen the waters of the Innd-Iocked hay and those of 
the open sea beyond, 

On the Ist of July, they left the Villa Magni — never 
to return. Mrs. ShelJey was to have accompanied them, 
but ill-health prevented lier. They reached Leghorn 
in safety, aiid Shelley proceeded with Leigh Hunt to 
Pisa, where the two friends were accommodated with 
a floor in Lord Byron's palace] the furnishing of whicli, 
however, was pairl for by Shelley. Byi'on had by this 
time been persuaded by Thoinas Moore, and some of 
his other friends in London, that the ])cojected Maga- 
zine, about which he had been very anxious at tirat, 
would be injurious to his fame and interests; and 
Shelley now found him so desirous of making any 
[wssible retroat from his engagements, that, had he 
not feared he might damage his fi-iend'a interests, he 
would have quarrelled outright with the noble poet." 
He was very much out of spirits when he left ; and 
that was the last interview they ever had. 

Shelley appeared to Leigh Hunt to he far less hope- 
ful than in fonner days, though otherwise unchanged. 
The two sjiejit a delightful afternoon together during the 
brief stay of Shelley at Pisa, visiting the objects of note, 
imd more especially the catliedral. Here the noble 
music of tlie organ deeply affected Shelley, who warmly 

• See Trelawnj-'a limJIectioaa of the Last Days of ShtUti/ and 
Byron, p. 109. 
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assented to a remark ot" Leigh Hunt, that a divine 
religion might be found out, if charity were really made 
the principle of it, instead of faith. 

He left for Leghorn on the night of the same day. 
His departure from that phice seems to have been has- 
tened by a gloomy letter which he received from Mrs. 
Shelley, who was probably still trembling mider that 
" shadow of coming raiseiy " which she describes as 
moving her to agony, and as making her scarcely able 
to let her husband go from her side on the expedition 
which ultimately caused his death. For himself, he 
disregarded these ghostly presentiments, and had recently 
remarked that the only warning he had found infallible 
was that, whenever he felt peculiarly joyous, he was 
certain that some disaster was about to ensue. 

On Monday, July 8th, Shelley and Williams set sail 
in the " Don Juan " for Lerici. Trelawny was to have 
gone with them in Byron's vessel, the " Bolivar," but 
was detained for want of some necessary legal pennit. 
They left about three p.st., when the Genoese mate of 
I the " Bolivar " observed to Mr. Trelawny tliat they 
vould soon have too much breeze. Black, ragged clouds 
were by this time coming up from the south-west ; and 
the mate, pointing to what he called " the smoke on the 
water," observed that " the devil was brewing mischief." 
The waves were speedily covered with a sea-fi 
which Shelley's boat was hidden from the view of Mr. 
Trelawny. It was intensely hot; the atmosphen 
heavy and moveless to an oppressive degree, and a 
found stillness spread far over the ocean. By half-past 
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BL\ o'clock it was almost dwk ; the sea looked solid and 
lead-coloui'ed ; an oily scmn was oii the surface ; the 
wind was beginning to wake, in short, panting gusts ; 
and big drops of rain struck the water, rebounding as 
they fell. " There was a. commotion in the air," saj's 
Mr. Trelawuy, who recoi'ds these particulars, "made up 
of many threatening sounds, coming upon us from the 
sea." The vessels in the harbour were all in hurried 
movement, and tlie tempest soon came crashing and 
glaring, in the fury of thunder, wind, rain, and light- 
ning, over the port and the open waters. The storm 
only lasted about twenty minutes, and during its progress 
Captain Roberts watched Shelley's vessel with Ins glass 
fi'oni the top of the Leghorn lightliouse. The yacht had 
made Via Reggio when the storm began. " Wlien the 
cloud passed on^vard," writes Mrs. Shelley, " Roberts 
looked again, and saw every other vessel sailing on the 
ocean, except the little schooner, which bad vanished." 
Mr. Trelawny thought for some time that his friends 
woidd return to port ; but he waited for them in vain. 

The night was somewhat tempestuous. At day-break, 
Mr. Trelawny inquired of the crews of the various 
boats which had returned to hai'bour if they liad seen 
anytliing of the missing vessel. They said they had 
not ; though the Genoese mate of the " Bolivar " pointed 
out, on board a fishing-bout, an English-made oar, 
wliich lie thought he recognised as hclionging to the 
" Don Juan." The crew protested it was not so; for it 
seems that in Italy the fact of rendering assistance to a 
drowning stranger entails a long and rigorous quarantine 
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at the next port, if the cii-cumatonce should be known 
t)iere. On the morning of the third day, Sir. Trelawny 
rode over to Pisa, and told his frars to Lord Byron and 
Leigh Hunt The latter was literally tongue-tied with 
horror; and the fonner was also greatly alarmed. Mr. 
Trelawny then despatched the " Bolivar " to cruise 
along the coast, sent a courier as fiir as Nice, and made 
the most minute investigations hiuiself. 

In the meanwhile, Mrs. Shelley and Mrs. Williams 
remained in miaerablo suspeaise in their wild home on 
the shores of the Bay of Spezia. " The sea, by its 
restless moaning," writes the former,* " seemed to desire 
to inform us of what we would not learn," " If ever 
Fate whispered of coming disaster," she remarks in her 
notes to the poems of 1822, " such inaudible, but not 
nnfelt, prognostics hovered around us. The beauty of 
the place seemed unearthly in its esceas : the distance 
we were at from all signs of civilization — the sea at our 
feet, its murmurs or its roaring tor ever in our ears — all 
these tilings led the mind to hrood over strange thoughts, 
and, lifting it from every-diiy life, caused it to be familiar 
with tlic unreal. A sort of spell surrounded ua ; and 
each day, as the voyagers did not return, we grew rest- 
less and disquieted ; and yet, strange to say, we were 
not fearful of the most ai>pnrent danger." 

At length, however, came the dreadful inference that 
the voyagers had perished in the storm. It was nothing 
more than an inference at first, tliough a strong one. 

• Pre&ce ta the PosiAnwoui- Poena. 
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% Mr. Trelawny was informed at Via Rc-ggio that a pnnt, 
I" a, water-keg, and some bottles, had been jiicked np on 
I tiic beach. He recognized them as having belonged to 
' Shelley's boat ; but for some time the two miserable 
[ 'women at the Villa Magiii climg to the desperate hope 
tiiat the *' Don Juan " might have been driven towards 
Elba or Corsica, and that the three lives on board might 
thus have been saved. Many days more passed in hor- 
rible uncertainty ; iind, on one of tliese, Mrs. Shelley, 
animated by the strength of her terrors, proceeded to 
Pisa (though she had not yet recovered from her illness), 
' 'mid, nishuig into Lord Byron's room with a face of 
' marble, passionately demanded where her husband was. 
Of coarse his Lordship was unable to give her any 
information, and slie refused to be calmed or comforted. 
Byron afterwards inforaied Lady Blcssington that he 
never saw anything in dramatic tragedy to equal the 
teiTor of Mrs. Shelley's appearance on that day. 

The worst ultimately revealed itself, with a ceitainty 
which left no further room for even the faintest hope. 
Two bodies were found on the shore: one near Via 
Reggio; the otlier close to the tower of Migliarino, at 
the Bocca Lericcio. They lay about foiu- miles apart. 
Mr. Trelaivny went to see both, and recognii-ed the 
first as the coqjse of Shelley, aiid the second as tliat 
of Williams. Williams was nearly undressed, having 
evidently made an attempt to s^vim. He had on 
one of his boots, which Mr. Trelawny recognised by 
comparing it with another belonging to the same owner. 
Shelley had probably gone down at once, for he was 
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imable to swim, iiiid had always declared (accovding 
tn Mr. Trelawny) tliat, in case of wreck, ]\e would 
vanish instautiy, and not imieril otliers in the endeavour 
to save liini. His right hnnd was clasped in his breast, 
and he appears to have been reading Keats's last voliuni.- 
of [wems at the time of the catastrophe; as tlie book, 
doubled back, was found thrust away, seemingly in 
haste, into a aide pocket. In another pocket was u 
1 volume of Sophocles. The copy of Keats was lent by 
Leigh Hunt, who told Shelley to keeji it till he could 
give it to him agmn with his own hands. As tlie lender 
would receive it from no one else, it was burnt with 
the body. 

When the two corpses were discovered, fom'teen 
days had elapsed since the loss of the yacht, A thii-d 
week passed before the body of the young sailor, 
Charles Vivian, was found on tlie shore, foui- milca from 
the other two. It was a mere skeleton, and its identity 
could only bo inferred from the locality in which the 
wa\"es had thrown it 

Subsequently, the boat was discovered off Via Eeggio. 
She had gone dovni in fifteen fathoms water, but does 
not appear to have capsized ; for various things wern 
found in her exactly as tliey had been placed on stai-ting. 
Captain Roberts took possession of the vessel, but failed 
in endeavouring to make her seaworthy. "Iler shat- 
tered planks now lie rotting," says Mrs. ShelJey, writing 
in IS39, "on the shore of or.e of the Ionian islands on 
which she was wrecked." 

On a close examination. Captain Roberts foimd many 
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of the tlmbei-s on the starboard quarter broken: the 
two masts had been carried away, the bowsprit broken 
ulF, and the gunwale stove in ; and the hull was half 
full of blue clay. The probability seems to be thiit 
the yacht was run down by a felucca during the squall. 

Having identified the boilics of WiUiams and Shelley, 
Mr. Trelawny proceeded to the Villa Magni, in order 
that he might communicate to the two widows the sad 
intelligence that they must no longer cUng to hope. 
It will be seen hi one of the ensuing letters, contained 
in the next chapter, with what depth of feeling he dia- 
cJiarged this painful office. 

According to Italian laws, everything cast by the 
sea on to the shore must be burned, to prevent the 
l)Ossible introduction of the plague. Through the insti'u- 
mentahty of Mr. Dawkins, our consul at Florence, 
Mr. Trelawny was allowed to superintend the cremation, 
and to convey the ashes, when aJl was over, to the 
widows. He exerted himself with indefatigable zeal, 
and at length got matters ready for the final ceremony. 
A body of soldiers had been disspatched to the Eocca 
Lericcio (where the corpse of Williams had been tcmpo- 
rai'ily buried in the sand), to see that the quarantine 
regulations were not contravened. The remains laj" 
near the gnarled root of a pine-ti-oe ; and, while the 
soldiers collected fuel from a stunted pine-wood hard 
by, and from the ■wrecks scattered along the coast, the 
functionaries of the Health Office shovelled out the 
sand, and laid bare the corpse — now " a shapeless masg 
of bones and flesh," as Mr. Trela\viiv states in his 
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account On seeing the binck silk handkerchief which 
the dead man had worn i-oond his neck, Lord Byron 
(who was present, together with Loigh Hunt) observed 
— " The entrails of a wonn hold together longer than 
the potter's clay of which man is made." The relics 
were th«i fast into the fiimace ; which had been con- 
strncted, under the direction of Mr. Trclawny, of iron 
bars and strong sheet-iron, "Don't repeat this with 
me," said BjTon : " let my carcase rot where it falls." 
Frankincense, salt, wine, and oil, were thrown on the 
pyre ; a light was set to tbe materials ; and, after a few 
hours' fierce burning, the remains were found to be 
reduced to dark-coloured ashes and some fragments of 
the larger bones. The relics were then screwed down 
in a box, and placed in Byron's carriage. 

This took place on the 15th of August On the 
following day, the same ceremony was performed with 
regard to the corpse of Shelley, which lay near Vja 
Reggio, and which, like that of Williams, had been 
temporarily buried in the sand. Mr. Trelawny, Lord 
BjTon, and Leigh Hunt, wei-e again present, and a 
guard of soldiers, as on the former occasion, stood by. 
The spot was wild, lonely, and inexpressibly grand, 
In front, lay the broad, bright waters of the Mediter- 
ranean, with the islands of Elba, Capi-aji, and Gorgona, 
in view ; the wliite marble peaks of the Apennines 
closed the prospect behind, cooling the intense glare 
of the raid-day sun with the semblance of snow ; and 
all between stretched the sands (yellow against the blue 
of Uie sea), and a wild, bare, uninhabited country. 
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pBTched by the saline ;ur, iind exhibiting no other Vege- 
tation thiin a few stunted and l»ent tufts of underwood. 
A ro\v of high, square watch-towers, stood along the 
coast ; and above, in the hot stillness, soared a solitary 
curlew, wliich occasioiialiy eircled close to the pile, 
uttering its slirill scream, and defying all attem]^ts to 
drive it away. 

The body was placed entire in the fiimace, and 
wine, fi-ankincense, &c, as in the case of Williams, 
were cast on to the pyre. The flames, which were of 
a rich golden hue, broad and towering, glistened and 
quivered, and threw out, together with the sunlight, so 
uitense a heat, that tlie atmosphere became tremulous 
and wavy. Leigh Hunt witnessed the ceremony from 
Lord Byron's can-iage, occasionally drawing back when 
he was too much overcome to allow his emotions to 
be seen ; while Byron himself, finding his fortitude 
unequal to the occasion, left before the conclusion of 
the riles. 

The ashes of Shelley were deposited in tlie Protestant 
burial-ground at Rome, by tlie side of his son William, 
and of his brother-poet, Keats. An inscription in Latin, 
simply setting forth the facts, was written by Leigh 
Hunt, and Mr. Trelawny added a few lines from Sliak- 
speare's Tempest (one of Shelley's favourite plays) : — 

" Nothing of him that doth fade, 
But doth suffer a sea-change 
luto Bomething rich and strange." 

The same gentleman also planted eight cypresses round 
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the spot, of which seven were flourishing m 1844, and 
probably are still.* A view of tins spot faces the title- 
]>age of this volume. 

And so the sea and the eartli closed over one who 
was great as a poet, and still greater as a philanthropist ; 
and of whom it may be said, that his wild, spiritual 
character, seems to have prepared him for being thus 
snatched from life under circumstances of mingled 
terror and beauty, while his powers were yet in their 
spring freshness, and age had not come to render the 
ethereal body decrepit, or to wither the heart which 
could not be consumed by fire. 



* The facts, on which the foregoing description of the burning of 
the bodies is based, are derived from Captain Medwin*s Ctmversatimis 
of Lord Byron ; Mr. Trelawny's Recollections of the Last Days of 
Shelley and Byron ; and Leigh Hunt's Autobiography. 
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MARY SHELLEY, 



-V TVIDOW at four-and-twenty years of age ; left in a 
foreign land, with no certain income, and with a child 
to support; coldly regarded by her husband's family, 
and possessed of no influential friends in England ; — 
Mrs. Shelley now entered on a struggle which she has 
described as " lonely" and " unsolaced," but which she 
encountered in the tnie spirit of heroism, and lived 
to see crowned with success and rewarded by happier 
days. 

The first emotions of horror at the death of her 
husband gave place to grief of a calmer, but more in- 
tense kind. It will be seen, in the ensuing letters, and 
in the journal which follows them, how deep was the 
agony which tlie young widowed heart endui-ed ; how 
abiding the sense of loss ; how omnipresent the recol- 
lection of him whose genius now became associated with 
all sights and sounds of earth, sky, and ocean. Italy had 
been the chosen land of Shelley ; and his widow, though 
meeting everywhere with some ghost of old companion- 
ship, some memory of that which had vanished for 
ever in this life, clung for a long while to the country 
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which hatl, witnessed her gi'eatest joy and her '.yililest 
sorrow. She very speedily, however, left the Bay of 
Spezia, and took up her residence at Pisa. 

But she was not without comforters in hei' grief. 
Foremost among the letters she received irom England 
must be placed one from her father, who, on the 9th of 
August, 1822, writes: — 

" My poor girl ! What do you mean to do with yourself ? You 
surely do not mean to stay in Italy ? Uoiv glad I should be to 
be near you, and to endeavour by new eipedienta each day to 
make up for your loss .' But you are the best judge. If Italy is a 
ODuntiy to which in these few years you are naturalized, and if 
Kngland is become dull and odious to you, then stay. 

'■ I should think, however, that now you have lost your closest 
frieod, your mind would naturally turn homewards, and [toj your 
earliest friend. Is it not so? Surely we might he a great support 
to each other, under the trials to which we arc reserved. What 
signiiy a few uutwatd adversities, if we find a irtend at home ? 

■' Above all, let nie entreat you to keep up your courage. You 
have many duties to jwrform ; you must now be the father, as well 
as the mother ; and I trust you have energy of character enough 
to enable yoa to perform your duties honourably aud well. 
" Ever and ever roost affectionately yours, 

'■ W. Gouwis." 
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From Mrs. Shdleij to Miss Cut 

" My deab Miss Cueean, Pwc, Jidi/ -im, 1822. 

" Toil will have received my letter concerning the piotui 
and now I have another request to make. Your kindness to us 
when we were both so mihappy* — your great kindness— makes me 
do this without that feeling of unwillingness which I have in ask- 
ing favours of any other person. Besides, you are unhappy, and 
therefore can belter sympathise with and console the miserable. 



From the loss of their son William, at Rome, — Ei 
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Yon would greatly oblige me if you would get me from one of 
those shops in the Yiazxa di Spigna two mosaic stones, about ax 
large as a half-crown piece. On one I wish an heartsease to be 
depicted ; they call these flowers in Italian Socera huara, or ViiAa 
'arJiiUu, Viola rcgoihui, Viola renagola ; on the other (1 think I 
have seen such a one), a view of the tomb of Ccatius. I remember 
also that in one of your rooma there was a view of this place, and 
the people of the house might part with it, or a modern artist 
at Home might make one lor me, which would give mc great 
pleasure. The difficulty is (o pay you for these things; bat ss 
won (if you have the extreme Jdndness to fulfil my requests) as I 
know what money yon spend for me, I wilt take care it shall be 
remitted to you without delay. 

" Will you indeed, my dear Jliss Curran, do as I ask you ? 
Alas ! these trifles (not the picture — that is no trifle) serve as a 
kind of vent for those sentiments of pcn^onal afleetion and atten- 
tions which are so cruelly crushed for ever. In a little poem of 
his Bie these words : ' Paueies let my flowers be.' I'ansies are 
heartsease ; and ia another he say^, that pansies mean memory. 
So I would make myself a locket to wear in eternal memory, with 
the representation of his flower, and with his hair ; such things 
must ,now do instead of words of love, and the dear habit of 
seeing him daily. Pity me, then, and indulge me. 

" Id my last letter I was so selfish, that I did not ask after your 
welfare. Pray write to me. I must ever be grateful to you for 
yonr kindness to na in misfortune ; and how much more when, 
through your talents and your goodness, I shall possess the only 
likeness that is of my husband's earthly form. 

" My little Percy is well — not so beautiful as William, though 
there is some resemblance. 

" Yours ever truly, 

"KiBT W. SnELLElf." 

From t!ie same to tJie ^^ame. 
" Mr nEAB Miss CuKRix, Fi'^a, Aag'iKt I4ih, ls22. 

" I n*vE written two Idlers to you, requeuting that favour 
now nearer my heart than any other earthly thing — the picture of 
my Shelley. Perhaps yon have been at Gcnsano, and that delays 
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your reply; perhnps you have altered your resilience, and hive 
not received my letters. 

" I am well ; so is my boy. We leave Italy soon; so I am par- 
ticularly anxious to obtain this treasure, which I am sore you will 
give me aa soon as possible. 1 have no other likenen of him; 
and, in so utter desolation, how invaluable to me is your picture ! * 
Will you not send it ? Will you not answer nie without delay ? 
Your formor kindness bids me hojic everything. 

" Very sincerely youri^, 

'■ M. W. SUELI-EY." 



From Mrs. Sh 



If to Mrs. Gisbome. 



Pisa, September lOlh, 1822. 

" A>-D so here 1 am ! I continue to exist ; to see one day 
succeed the other; to dread night, but more to dread momiDg, and 
hail another cheerless day. My boy, too, is, alas ! no consolation. 
When I think how he loved him — the plans he had for his educa- 
tion — his sweet and childish voice strikes me to the heart. Why 
should he live in this world of pain and anguish ? And if he 
went I should go too, and we should all sleep in peace. 

" At times, 1 feel an energy within me to combat with my des- 
tiny—but again I sink. I have but one hope, for which I live — 
to render m)^eir worthy to join him ; and such a feeling sustains 
me during moments of enthusiasm ; but darkness and misery itoon 
overwhelm the mind, when all near objects bring agony atone 
with them. People used to call nie lucky m my star: you see 
now how true such a prophecy is ! 

" I was fortunate in having fearlessly placed my destiny in the 
hands of one who- — a superior being among men, a bright plane- 
tary spirit enshrined in an cftrthly temple~~Taiscd mc to the height 
of happiness. So far am I now happy, that I would not change 
my situation as his widow with tliat of the most prosperous 
woman in the world; and surely the time will at length come 
when I shall be at peace, and my brain and heart be no longer 
alive with unutterable anguish. I can conceive but of one cir- 
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snnistaticc that could afford me tbe semblance of content — that is, 
the being permitted to live where 1 am now, in the same house, 
in the same slate, occupied alone with my child, in collecting his 
manuscripts, writing his life, and thus to go easily to ray grave. 

" But thia must not be ! Even if circumstances did not compel 
me to return to England, I would not slay another summer in 
Italy with my child. I will at least do my best to render him well 
and happy; and the idea that my circumstances may at all injure 
liini a the fiercest pang ray mind endures. 

" I wrote you a long letter, containing a slight sketch of my suf- 
ferings. I sent it, directed to Peacock, at the India House, becaust 
accident led me to believe that you were no longer iu London. I 
said in that, that on that day (Aug. 15) they had gone to perform 
the last offices for him ; however, I erred in this, for on that day 
those of Edward* were alone fulfilled, and they returned on the 
16th to celebrate Shelley's. I will Bay nothing of the ceremony, 
since Trelawny baa written an account of it, to be printed in the 
forthcoming journal.^ I will only say, that all except his heart 
(which was inconsumable) wan burnt, and that two days ago I 
went to Leghorn and beheld tbe small box that contdncd his 
earthly dress. Those smiles— that form — Great God! no — he is 
not there ; he is with me, about me— life of my life, and soul ol' 
my soul ! If his divine spirit did not penetrate mine, I could not 
survive to weep thas. 

'- 1 will mention the friends I have here, that you may form an 
idea of our situation. Mrs. Williams and I live together. Wl> 
have one purse, and, joined in misery, we are for the present 
joined in life. 

" The poor girl withers like a lily. She lives for her children ; 
but it is a living death. Lord Byron has been very kind. But 
the friend to whom we are eternally indebted ia Trelawny. I 
have, of course, mentioned him to you as one who wishea to be 
considered eccentric, but who was noble and generous at bottom. 
I olnays thought so, even when no fact proved it ; and Sliellej- 
agreed with me, as he always did — or, rather, I with him. We 
hesrd people speak against him on account of his vagaries : we 

• Captain WUliams.— En. f Tbe Liberal.— Ed. 
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t one another, ' Still we like him ; ne believe him ta be 
Once, even, when a whim of his led him to treat me ivith 
mpertinence, I forgave him, and I have now been 
■well rewarded. In my outUne of events, jou will see how, nn- 
Hsked, he returned with Jane and me from Leghorn to Lerid; 
how he stayed with us miserahle creatures twelve days there, 
endeavouring to keep up our spirits ; Jiow he left ua on Thursday, 
aad, finding our misfortune confirmed, then without rest returned 
on Friday to us, and, again without reat, returned with us to Pisa 
<m Saturday. These were ao common services. Since that, he 
has gone tlirongh, by himself, all the annoyances of dancing 
attendance ou coDsula and govemora, fur permission to fulfil the 
last duties to those gone, and attending the ceremony himself!. 
All the disagreeable part, and all the ffttiguc, fcU on him. Ab 
Hunt said, ' He worked with the meanest, and felt with the best,' 
He is generous to a distressing degree ; but, after all these benefits 
to us, what I most thank him for is this ; — When, on thataight of 
agony — that Friday night — he returned, to announce that hope 
was dead for us; when he had told me that, his earthly liame 
being fouud, his spirit was no longer to be my guide, protector 
and companion in tbis dack world, — he did not attempt to console 
me; that would have been too cruelly useless; hut he launched 
forth into, as it were, an overflowing and eloquent praise of my 
divine Shelley, till I was almost happy that I was thus unhappy, 
to be fed by the praise of hin:, and to dwelt ou the eult^ that his 
loss thug drew from his fnend. 

" God knows what will become of me ! Iily life is now very 
monotonous as to outward events ; yet how diversified by internal 
feeling ! Uow often, in the intensity of grief, does one instant 
seem to fill and embrace the universe ! As to the rest — the 
mechanical spending of my time— of course I have a great deal to 
do, preparing for my journey. I make no visits, escept one, once 
ia about ten days, to Sirs. Mason. Trelawny resides chiefly at 
Leghorn, since he is captain of Lord Byron's vessel, the ' Bolivar.' 
He comes to see us about once a week, and Lord Byron visits as 
about twice a week, accompanied by the Guiccioli ; but seeing 
people is an annoyance which I am happy to be spared. Sohtudc 
is my only help and resonree. Accustomed, even when he was 
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oe, to spend much of ray time alone, I cnn at those tc 
Ibrgtit myself, untU some idea, irhich I think I would a 
to him, occurs, and then the yawning and doi'k gnlf again dis- 
pbya itself, unshaded by the rainbows which the imagination had 
formed. Deapair, energy, love, desponding and cxccasiTe afflic- 
tion, nre like clouds driven across my mind, aim by one. until trees 
blot the scene, and weariness of apiric consigiLi me to temporary 
jepose. 

" I shudder with horror when I look back upon what I bare 
suffered ; and when I think of the wild and miserable thoughts 
that have possessed me, 1 say to myself: ' Is it tme that I ever 
felt thus ?' And then I weep in |>ity for myself; yet each day 
adds to the stock of sorrow, and death is the only end. I would 
study, and I hope I shall. I would write, and, when I am settled, 
I may. But were it not for the atcady hope I entertain of joining 
him, what a mockery would be this world ! Without that hope, 
I could not study or write ; for fame and u^iefulnees (except as far 
as regards my child) ore nullities to nie. Yet I shall be happy if 
anything I ever produce may exalt and soften sorrow, as the 
wridnga of the divinities of our race have mine. But how can I 
aspire to that ? 

" The world will surely one day feel what it has lost, when this 
bright child of song deserted her. Is not Ailonms his own elegy? 
knA there does he truly depict Ihe universal woe which should 
overspread all good minds, rincc he has ceased to be their fellow- 
labourer in this worldly scene. How lovely does he paint death 
to be, and with what heartfelt sorrow does one repeat that line — 
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. elisin'd tc 






)C thence depart ! ' 



How long do you think I shall live? As long as my mother V 
Then eleven long years must intervene. I am now on the eve of 
completing my five- and -twentieth year. How drearily young for 
one TO lost as I ! How young in years for one who lives ages each 
day m sorrow X Think you that those moments are counted in 
my life as in other people's ? Ah, no ! The day before the sea 
cloEcd over mine own Sheiley, he said to MBriunie,* ' If I die to- 

• Mrs. Leigh Hunt.— Eo. 
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iiioiTow, I have lived lo be oiiler than ray father. I am ninotj^, 
years of age.' Thus aUo may I say. The eight yeara I passed 
with him were apnn out beyond the usual length of 8 man's lifej 
and what I have suffered since will write years on my brow, and 
entrench them in my heart. Surely I am not long for this world. 
Most sure should I be were it not for ray boy; but God grant 
that I may live to make hLs early years happy ! 

" Well, adieu I 1 have no events to write about, and can there- 
fore only scrawl ahout my feelings. This letter, indeed, ia only 
the sequel of my last. In. that I closed the history of all that 
can interest me. That letter I wish you to send my father : the 
pre^nt one, it is best not. 

" I suppose I shall see you in England some of these days ; but 
I shall write t« you again before I quit this place, lie as happy 
as you can, and hope for better things in the next world. By 
firm hope you may attain your wishes. Again adieu ! 
" Affectionately yours, 

" M. W. Shbllev.' 

From 3frs. Skelleij to Mrs. Gialortie. 

" Genoa. Seplemher \ltk, 182:i. 
" I AM here alone in Genoa ; quite, quite alone ! Jane has left 
me to proceed to England, and, except my sleeping child, I am 
alone. Since you da not communicate with my father, you will 
perhaps be Rurprised, aflcr my last letter, that I do uot come to 
England. I have written to him a long account of the arguments 
of alt my friends to dissuade me from that miserable jouroe)- ; 
Jane will detail them to you : and therefore I merely say now 
that, having no business there, I am determined not to spend that 
money, which will support me nearly a )*ear here, in a journey, 
the sole end of which appears to me the necessity I should be 
under, when arrived iu London, of being a burthen to my father. 
"When my crowns are gone, if Sir T. refuses, I hope to be able to 
support myself by my writings and mine omu Shelley's M3S. At 
least, during many long m.ontha, I shall have peace as to money 
affairs ; and one evil the less is much to one whose eidstence ia 
suffering alone. Lord Byron has a house here, and will arrive J 
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token a house for the Hunts and myself out^ile one 
uf the gates. It ia large and neat, with a podire attached. We 
shall pay about eighty crowns between us ; so I hope that I shall 
find tranquillity from care this winter — though that may he the 
last of my life so free. Vet I do not hope it, though I say m ; — 
hope ia a word that belongs nut to my situation. He — luy own 
beloved — the uxalted and divine Shelley, haa left me alone in this 
miserable world^this earth canopied by the eternal starry lieaven, 
where he is — where— Oh, my Gad! Yes— where I shall one 

Jane quitted me this morning at four. Ailer she left me, 1 
«gain went to rest, and thought of Fergnano, its halls, its cypresses, 
.jtbe perfume of its mountains, and the gaiety of our lij'e beneath 
their shadow. Then 1 dozed awhile, and in my dreani saw dear 
Edward most visibly. He came, be said, to pass a few hours with 
us, but could not stay long. Then. I woke, and the day began. I 
■went out — took Hunt's house — but, as 1 walked, I felt that which 
is with me the aigu of unutterable grief. I am not given to tears ; 
and, though my most miserable fa.te has often turned my eyes to 
fountains, yet ottener I suffer agonies unassuaged by tears. But, 
during these last sufferings, I have felt an oppression at my heart 
I never felt before. It is not a [lalpitalion, but a stringemenio 
which in quite convulsive, and, did 1 not struggle greatly, would 
cause violent hysterica. Looking on tlie sea, or bearing its roar — 
his dirge — it comes upon me ; but these are corporeal sufferings I 
can get over. That which is insurmountable la the constant feel- 
ing of despair that shadows me ; I seem to walk on a narrow path 
with fathondeas precipices all around mc ; yet where can I fall ? 1 
have already lallen, and all that comes of bad or good is a mere 
mockery. 

" Those about me have no idea of what I suffer; none are suffi- 
ciently interested in me to observe that, though my hpa smile, my 
eyes are blank, or to notice the de&olatu look that I cast upwards 
towards the sky. I'ardon, dear friend, this scMshness in writing 
thus. There are moments when the heart must nfogure, or be 
■niflbcated ; and such a moment is this. When quite alone, my 
liabe sleeping, and dear Jane having just left mc, it is with diffi- 
culty I prevent myself from Hying from mental miaery by bodily 
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exertion, when to run into that vast grave (the sea), uotil I sink 
to rest, would be a pleasure to me; and, instead of this, I write, 
and as I write I saj, ' Oh, God ! hare pity on ine ! ' At least, I 
will have pity on you. Good night ! I will finish this when people- 
lire about nic, and I un in a more cheerful mood. Good night t 
1 will go look ot the stars : they are eternal ; so is he — so am I. 

" You have not written to me since my miafbrtune. I under- 
stand this ; you first waited for a letter from me, and that letter | 
told yon not to write. Hut answer this as soon as you receive it: I 
Talk to me of yourself, and also of my English aflairs. I *n' ' 
afraid that they will not go on very well in my abaeuce; but it 
would cost mors to set them right than they are worth. I will,' 
however, let you know what I think my fiicndB ought todo, that, 
when you talk to Peacock, he may learn what I wish. A claim 
should be made on the port of Shelley's exceutors for a mainte' 
nance for my child and myself from Sir Timothy. Lord Byron 
is ready to do tliis or any other Bcrvice for me that his office of 
executor demands from him. But I do not wish it to be done 
separately by him, and I wait to hear trom England before I ask 
lum to write to AVhitton on the subject. Secondly, Oilier must 
be asked for all MSS,, and some plan he reflected on for the best 
manner of republishing Shellej-'s works, as well as the writings 
he has lefl. 

" Who will allow money to lanthe and Charles ? * 

" As for you, my dear friends, I do not see what you can do for 
me, except to send me the originals or copies of Shelley's most in- 
teresting letters to yon. I hope soon to get into my house, whers 
writing, copying Shelley's MSS., walking, and being of someoae 
in the education of Marianne's ehildren, will be my occupatioBfl. 
Where is that letter in verse Shelley once wrote to you ? Let nw 
haye a copy of it. 

" Here is a long letter all about myself; but, thongh I c 
write, I like to hear of others. 

" Adieu, dear friends I 

" Your sincerely attached, 
" Mast W. S 

■ Shelley's childl^n by his first wife.— Ed. 
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I Afra. Shelley to Mrs. Gisboi-ne. 

" AHeno, near Genoa, 
Not. 22nd, 1822. 
s to me. Each day, one like the other, 
f pnsses on, and, if I were where I nouM that I were, methinlcs I 
««iH not be more forgotten. I cannot write myself, only to cart 
the shadow of my misery on others, 

" What 1 have endured is not to be alleviated by time; for 
every new eveat and thought brings more clearly before me the 
learful change. My ideas, wanting their support, &1I; wanting 
their mate, they pine ; and nothhi^ the earth contains can alleviate 
that, I see no one who did not know Him i and thus 1 try to 
patch up the links of a broken chain. I see, consequently, only 
the Hunts, Liird Byron, and Trelawny ; but, although Hunt knew 
him, he did not know bim lately, so my freshest impressions are 
void for him. Ijord Byron remindfl me most of Shelley in a cer- 
tain way, for 1 always saw them together ; and, \vhen Lord Byron 
(■peaks, I wait for Sfa^elley's voice in answer as the natural result. 
But this feeling must wear olf ; and there is so little resemblance 
ia their minds, that Lord Bymn seldom speaks to me of him with- 
out unwittingly wounding and torturing me. With Trelawny I 
can talk, and do talk, for hours nnxeservedly of him; but he is 
about to leave us, and then I shall be thrown on my own mind, to 
aeek in its frightfiil depths tor mem.orica and eternal sorrow. 

" Pardon me, that I atlll write in. this incoherent and imlcttcr- 
like manner ; but I strive in rain to do better. My last letter is 
a proof of bow 1 succeed; for, when I curl) myself to the relation 
of &cts alone, or determine so to curb myself, 1 put otf writing 
from day to day, endeavouring to catch the moment when I shall 
ftel less. But, the )>en in my hand, the same spirit guides it, and 
one only tlwmgbt swells the torrent of words that is poured ont. 
Perhaps it would be belter not to write at all; but the weakness 
of human nature is to seek tor empathy. I think but of one 
thing — my past lile. While living (do 1 live now ?), I loved to 
im^ne fliturity, and now I strive to do the same ; but I have 
nothing desirable to imagine, save death; aud luy fancy flags, or 
uleeps, or wanders, when it endeavouis to pursue other thoughts. 



L 



216 SHELLEY MEMOKIALS. 

I imagine my child dead, and wiiat I should do then. I feel lliat 
my whole Hfe will he one misery ; it will be so — mark me ! 

" The Hunts are getting on well. Marianne is not hetter, hnt 
she is not worse. We often see Trelawny of aa evening. Hunt 
likes him very much; and, for rae, 1 feel so deep a gratitude to 
hini that my heart is fiill hut to nomo hlni. He KUiiportcd us in 
our miseries — my poor Jane and me. But Ibr him, menials would 
have performed the most sacred of officeD ; and when I shake hie 
hand, I feel to the depth of my aoul that those hands collected 
those ashes. Yes ; for I saw them burned and scorched from the 
office. No fatigue — no sun, or nervous horrors — deterred him, aa 
()ne or tiie other of these causes deterred others. He stood on the 
burning sand for many hours heside the pyre ; if he had been 
permitted hy the soldiers, he would have placed him there in his 
arms. I never, never can forget this ; and now he talks oi' little 
else save jny Shelley and Edward. 

"I wish alt MSS. to he sent, without any exception, and as 
toon as possible. I have heard from Miss Cnrran. She is in 
Pari?, and my Shelley's picture is at Home. Nothing, therefore, 
ean he done with regard to that; so pray let me have the MSS.. 
without any delay — and let me entreat yon, as you love me, to 
wait for nothing, but, the very moment the MSS. are obtained 
from Peacock, to send thent to me. This is of more consequence 
to me than you think. 

" I wish you would enter into an unbrenkable engagement to uie, 
to write to me once a month. Your letter may be the work of 
several hours scattered over the month ; hut put a long letter 
into the post for me the first of every month. I want some 
object — some motive, great or small. I should look forward to 
your letter as a certain thing, and it would be something to ex- 
pect. Never mind what you write about ; let it be about his 
friends — some facts ; it would be a great solace to i 

"Well, good night! As usual, all are in bed except me — my 
restless thoughts homeless in this world, if they do not steal to the 
bedude of my sleeping babe ; and there I tremble. But I think 
the new soul tries to amalgamate itself with its stubborn shrine, 
and, if it be too iinely tempered, it cannot succeed. Something 
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earthly, though gooJ, seems to announce the decision of uature. 
So it ia with I'trcy. The crisis was last summer— how I trembled 
for him then !— aud now it is not reason, hut habit, that niake^ 

e shudder. 

" I hear that I'eacock lies given the Essay on Poetry to he 
puhlished for the Liberal, and added that he had other 31SS. 
Kow, I am convinced there is nothing perfect., and I wish all to 
be tent to me without delay. 

" AfFectionately yours, 

" Mabi W. Shellet." 

From Godioin lo Mis. Shelley. 

"M* DBAB Ma-BT, Strand, Feb. Ulh, 1S23. 

" I HAVE this moment received a copy of Sir Timothy 
^ Shelley's letter to Lord Byron, dated February 6th, and which 
therefore you will have seen long before this reaches you. Vou 
vfill easily imagine how anxious I am to hear txom you, and to 
know the state of your feelings under this, which seems like the 
last blow of fate. 

"'I need not of course attempt to assist your judgment upon 
Ihe proposition of taking the child from you. 1 am sure youi" 
feelings would never allow you to entertain such a proposition. 

" I requested you. to let Lord Byron's letter to Sir Timothy 
Shelley pass through my hands, and you did so ; but, to my great 
mortification, it reached me sealed with his Lordship's arms, so 
that I retnain wholly ignorant of its contents. If you could send 
me a copy, I should then be much better acquainted with your 
present situation. 

" Your novel is now fully printed and ready for publication. 1 
have taken great liberties with it, and I fear your aniour proprt 
will be proportionably shocked. I need not tell you that all the 
merit of the hook is exclusively your own. Beatrice is the jewel 
of the book ; not Imt that I greatly admire Euthanasia, and I 
think the characters of Fepi, Binda, and the witch, decisive 
efforts of original genius, I am promised a character of the work 
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iu the Morning Chronicle nnd the Heruld, and was ia hopes to 
have sent you the one or the other by thia time- 1 also sent a 
copy of the book to the Exaimn-er, for the same purpose. 

'• Tdefda-j, Feb. IS/A. 
"Do not, I entreat you, be caat down ahout j'our worldly 
cuTJumatances. You certrunly contain within yourst'lf the means 
of your subsistence. Your talents are truly extraordinary, 
Frankeaslein is luuTersally known, and, though it can never be a 
book for Tulgiir reading, is everywhere respected. It is the most 
wonderful work to have been written at twenty years of age * 
that I ever heard of. You are no^y fivu-and-tiventy, and, most 
fortnnatelj', you have pursued n course of reading, and cultivated 
your mind, in a manner the most admirably adapted to make you 
a great and successful author. If you cannot be independent, 
who should he ? 

"Your f dents, as far as 1 can at present discern, arc turned for 
tlie writing of fictitious adventures. 

" D' it shall ever happen to you to be placed ia sudden and 
urgent want of a small sum, I entreat you to let me know- 
immediately. We must see what I can do. We must help one 
another. 

" Your aflectionate father, 

"William Gobwim." 

From Mrs. Shelley to Mrs. Gisbome. 
" Mv uiiAK Mbs. GunoBMi, Albaro, May 3rd, 1S23. 

" Youa letter was very pleasing to me, since it showed me 
that it was not want uf affcclioii that caused yoiu- silence. Utter 
solitude is delightftxl to me ; but in the midst of the waste, I am 
nmch comforted when T hear the q^uiut voice of Inendship telling 
me that I am still loved by some one, and especially by those who 
kneiv my Shelley, and have been his companions. You say well 
that it ia an almost unsurmountable difficulty iu espressing your 
thoughts that causes you to be silent ; for, though occupation or 
indolence may often prevent j-our exerting yourscIl| yet, when 



> 



B was written by Mrs. Shelley when slie w 
it published nntit she was twenty. — E». 







MAHY SHELLEY. 219 

n do write, yours are the best letters I receive, especially as far 
M elearness and inibnnatioa goes. 

" I had a letter lo-daj- from Trelawny at Rome, concerning the 
dispotdtian of the earthly dresa of my lost one. He is in the 
Protestant boiying-gmmid at that place, which is beside, and not 
bdbre, the tomb of Cestius. Tlie old wall, with on ancient tower, 
boands it on one side, and beneath this tuwer (a wced-grovrn and 
picturesque ruin) the uccavation has been made. Trelawny has 
sent me a drawing of it, and he thus writes ; — ' Placed apart, yet 
in the centre, and the most conspicaous fipot in the burying- 
ground, I have just planted ax young cypresses and four laurels, 
in the front of the reccas which yon aee in the drawing, and which 
is caused by the projecting part of the old ruin. Jly own stone' 
(Trelawny, you know, one of the best and most geoerona of 
natures, is eccentric in his way), * a plain slab, till 1 can decide 
upon some fitting inscription, is placed on the left hand. 1 hare 
likewise dug mj grave, so that, when I die, there is only to lift 
up the coTerlit, and roll me into cC. You may lie on the other 
fide if you like. It is a lovely spot. The only inscription on 
Sbellq''B stone, besides the Cor cordiam of Hunt, are three lines 
I have added from Shakspeare : — 

' ^bTotliinu of him that doth liide, 
Bat doth aufTcr a sea -change 
Into lomethiDg rich and strun^e.' 

' This quotation, by its dontde meanuig, alludes both to the 
manner of liis death and bia gentu£ ; and ] think the clement on 
which his soul took wiog, and the subtle essence of his being 
mingled, may still retain him iu some other shape. The water 
may keep the dead, as the earth may, and fire and air, lib 
passionate fondness may hare arisen from ijomc sweet sympathy 
in his nature; thence the fascination which so forcibly attracted 
him, without fear or caution, to trust an element which almost all 
others hold in superstttious dread, and venture as cautiously on 
as they would in a lair of lions.' 

"This quotation is pleasing to me also, because, a year ago, 
Trelawny came one afternoon in Iiigh spirits, with news concern- 
ing the building of the boat, saying, 'Oh! nc mnstall embark, all 
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And dearest 
I, EHying that he would 






live aboard; vre will all " suffer a s 
Shelley was delighted with the quolatioi 
hare it for the motto of hia boat. 

" Captain Roberts (Jane will tell yoti who he ih) is just come 
from Rome. He confirms all that ia said in this letter. Roberts 
had bought the hulk of that uiiBerable boat — new rigged her even 
wth higher masts than before. He haa sailed with her at the 
rate of eight knots an hour, ajid on such occasionH tried various 
experiments — hazardous ones — to discover how the catastrophe 
that closed the scene for poor Jane and myself happened. It is 
plain to every eye. She was run down from behind. On bringing 
her up from fifteen fathom, all was in her — boots, telescope, 
ballast — lying on each side of the boat without any appearance of 
shifting or confusion : the topsails furled, topmast lowered : the 
false stem (J. can explain) broken to pieces, and a great hole 
knocked in the stern timbers. When she was brought to Leghorn, 
every one went to see her, and the same exclamation was ntlered 
by all : ' She was nin down ' — by that wretched fishing-boat 
which owned that it had seen them. 

"I have written myself into a state of agitation. If 1 con- 
tinued my letter, it would only be to pour out the bitterness of 
my heart. Oh, this spring is so beautiful ! The clear sky shines 
above the calm murderer; the trees arc all in leaf, and a soft air 
is ajnong them ; the stars tell of other spheres where I pray to be ; 
for all this beauty, while at times it elevates me, yet in strange 
words tells me that he, the best and most beautiful, is gone. 

' Ob, follow, follow ! 



And then, 
Low, sweet, faint sonnds, like the farewell of ghosts, 
Were heard : " Oh, follow, follow, follow me ! " ' • 

" I will finish my letter Monday. God bless you ! 
night ! I often see him — both he and Edward — in dreams ; 

" Lines from FrimietlieBS Unbound. — En, 
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licTlinps I shall to-night. At least, I aball not be in aleep, as I 
am now. The clinging present is so odious. 

" Mai/ GUi. 
"I finish my letter. You will soon see me in England. It is 
not my own desire, or for my own advantage, that I go, bnt for 
my boy's; so I am fixed, and enjoy these blue skies, and the sight 
of vines and olive groves, for the last time. I hope, indeed, to 
return, if only for repose. The fear of the advancing season will 
make me begin myjoumejas quickly as possible. I should in 
any case have feared an Italian summer for my delicate child. 
The cUmate of England will c^rec with him. Adieu, my dear 

" Affectionately yours, 



From Godwin to Mrs. Shelley. 

" No. 195, StraiuL, May Glh, 1823. 
" It certainly is, my dear Mary, with great pleasure that I anti- 
'cipate that we shall once again meet. It is a long, long time now 
since you have spent one night under niy roof. You are grown n 
woman, have been a wife, a mother, a widow. You have realized 
talents which I but faintly and doubtfully anticipated. 1 am 
grown an old man, and want a child of my own to smile on and 

"\V*hen you first set your foot in Loudon, of course I expect 
that it will l>c in this liouse; but the house is flnmller, one floor 
less, than the house in Skinner-street : it will do well enough for 
you to make ebill with fur a few days ; but it would not do for a 
permanent residence. Bnt I hope we shall at least have you near 
us — within a call — how ditferent from your being on the shores of 
the Mediterranean ! 

" Your novel has sold five hundred copies — half the impression. 
1 ought to have written to you sooner. Your letter reached me 
on the Ifith ult. ; but i have been unusually surrounded with 
perplexities. 

" Tour affectionate father, 

" Wm. Godwis." 
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Mrs. Sholk'y and her cliild arrived in England 
early in the autumn of 1823. After an absence in 
Italy of nearly six years, the climate of this conntry 
strack her with a painful sense of gloom and oppression ; 
and she records in hM' journal her ardent desire to 
return as soon as possible to the South. She mentions 
that one word of the Italian language, heard by chance, 
brings tears into her eyes; though she describes Italy 
lis the murderess of those she loved, and of all lier 
happiness. 

For some time after her arrival in London, Mrs. 
Shelley resided with her father, who was now living in 
the Strand ; but she subsequently removed to Kentish 
Town, and then to Hai-row, in order that she might be 
near her son, who was being educated at the school there. 
The expenses incidental to tuition tried her severely;" 
besides which, she contributed towards the support of 
her aged father. But, with a noble energy of character 
and entire self-devotion, she worked incessantly with 
her pen, and met her liabilities by the fniits of her 
literary iudustry. 

The novels which she puhUshed after the death of 
lier husband were — Valper(ja,iii 1823; The Last Man, 
1824 ; Perh'n Warhech, 1830 : Lodore, 1835 ; and 
Falhier, 1837. She wrote all the Italian and Spanish 
lives in Ziardner's Enayclopadia, with the exception of 
Tasso and Galileo ; and she gi'eatly regretted that the 
former did not fall to her share. She also wrote two 
volumes, under the title of Rambles in Germany and 
Italy, giving an account of her travels with her son. 
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' Jiis tutor, and some other companions, in later years ; 
cpntribntfid several short productions to tlie annuals ; 
and edited (1839-40) Shelley's poetical works, his letters, 
and his prose writings. 

Dnrinn; the earlier days of her return to England, 
she had to fight hard against a sense of despondency, 

I which at times almost overcame her. On the 14th of 

I May, 1824, she writes in her journal : — 

" Amidst all the depressing circumstances that weigli 
upon me, none sinks deeper than the failure of my 
intellectual powers. Nothing I write pleases me. 
Whether I am just in this, or whether it is tlie want 
of Shelley's encouragement, I can hardly tell; but it 
seems to mc Jis if the lovely and sublime objects of 

I Nature had been my liest inspirers, and, wanting these, 

\- 1 am lost Although po utterly miserable at Genoa, 
yet what reveries were mine as I looked on the aspect 
of the ravine-^tlie sunny deep and its boats — the pro- 
montories clothed in purple light — the starry heavens — 
the fireflies — the uprising of S[)ring ! Then I could 
think; and my imagination conld invent and combine; 
and self became absorbed in the grandeur of the 
universe I created. Now, my mind is a blank — a gulf 
filled with formless mist. 'The Last Man!'* Yes, 
I may well describe that solitary being's feelings ; I feel 
myself as the last relic of a beloved race, my com- 
panions extinct before me. 

" Mine own Slielley 1 what a horror you had of 

* She was at d»t time writing tlie novel id colled. — Eo. 
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returning to this miserable country ! To be bere witL- 
out you, is to be doubly exiled; to be away from Italy, 
is to lose you twice ! " 

Ou the following day, she records the death of 
Byron, news of which had just reached England. The 
recollection of his association with her husband, and 
of liis kindness to herself after her great calamity, 
makes her exclaim : — " God grant I may die yonug I 
A new race is springing about me. At the age of 
twenty-six, I am in the condition of an aged person. 
AH my old friends are gone : I have no wish to form 
new : I cling to the few remaining ; but they shde 
away, and my heart fails when I thhik by how few ties 
I hold to the world." 

Yet the sight of natural beauty could always soothe 
her mto temporary forgetfulness of grief, and at the 
same time rouao her intellect into the activity of genius. 
On the 8th June, 1824, she writes: — 

" What a divine night it is ! A calm twilight per- 
vades the clear sky; the lamp-like moon is hung out 
in heaven, and tlie bright west retains the dye of 
sunset. If such weather would continue, I should 
again write : the lamp of thought is again illnmiuated 
in my heart, and the fire descends from heaven that 
kindles it, I feel my powers again ; and this is of 
itself happiness. The eclipse of winter is passing from 
my mind ; I shall again feel the enthusiastic glow of 
composition — again, as I ponr forth my soul upon 
paper, feel the winged ideas arise, and enjoy the delight 
of expressing them. Study and occupation will be a 
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pleosui'c, and not a task ; and tliia I shall owe to the 
aiglit aad companionship of trees and meadows, flowers 
and snnshine." 

Thongh in some measui-e secluded from tlie world, 
Mrs. Shelley was remembered by her friends. Charles 
Lamb, in the course of the year 1827, addi-essed to 
her one of liis grotesquely humorous and amusing 
letters : — 

" Deab JIr8. 8E1BU.EI, Enfield, Julij astt, 1827. 

" At the risk of throwing away some fino thoughis, I must 
write to say how pleased we were with your very kini! remciii- 
beriug of us (who have unkindly run away from all our friends) 
before you go. Perhaps you are gone, and then my tropes ore 
wasted. If any piece of better fortune has lighted upon you than 
yoii expected, but less than we wish you, we are rejoiced. We are 
here trying to like sotitude, but hai'c scarce enough to justify the 
e.Tperimenl. We get some, however. The six days are our Sab- 
l)ath : the seventh^vrfay. Cockneys will come for a little fresh air ; 

" But by yoar iniinlh, or October at farthest, we hope to see 
Islington ; I, like a giant refreshed with the leaving off of wine; 
and Mary pning for Mr. Moron's books and Mr. Moxon's society. 
Then we shall meet. 

" I ani busy with a farce in two acts, the incidents tragi-comic. 
1 can do the dialogue, commey for;* but the danin'd plot — I 
believe I must omit it altogether. The scenes come after one 
another like geese, not marshalling like cranes, or a Hyde-park 
review, The story is as simple as G. D^t and the language plain 
UK his spouse. The characters are three women to one man ; 

• French — cowme il/aut, 

f Lamb here refers to an excellent, bat single-minded, Eeholarly 
friend of bis, now dead— Mr. George Dyer, known as the author of 
irntDy erudite vorkt. lie was one of Lamb's stock subjects for 
joking, and is iuiroduced into the Elia Essays.— £d. 
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which U one more tlian laid hold 011 him iii the Kvungely. t 
think that prophecy Equintcd towards my drama. 

" I want some Howard I'aine to sketch a skeleton of artfiUly 
succeeding scenes through a whole play : us the conrees are 
arranged in a cookeiy-book. 1 tu find wit, passion, sentiment, 
character, and the liku trilles. To Iny in tlic dcsd colours ; I'd 
Titianesquc 'em iip. To mark the channel in u cheek (smooth or 
furrowed, yours or mine) ; und, where tears should course, I'd 
dmn the water* down. To Bay where a joke should come in, or a 
pun be left out. To bring my peraonie on and tiff like a Beau 
Kash ; and I'd Frankenstein tSiein there. To bring three together 
on the stage at once; tliey are ao shy with me, that I can get no 
luote than two, and there they stand, till it is the time, B'ithout 
being the season, to withdraw them. 

" 1 am teaching Emma Latin, to quahfy her for a superior 
govemess-ship, which we see no prospect of her getting. 'Tis like 
feeding a, child with chopped hay from a spoon. Risj'phus liia 
labours were as nothing to it. 

" Actives and passives jostle in her nonsense, till a deponent 
enters, like Chaos, more to embroil tlie fray. Her prepositions 
are suppositions; her conjunctions copulative have no connection 
in them ; her concords disagree ; her interjections are purely 
English, ' Ah ! ' and ' Oh ! ' M-itb a yawn and a gape in the same 
tongue; and she herself is a lazy, blockheadly supine. As 1 say 



to her, asa in pmsenii rarely makes 


a wise ma 


a inf-iduro. 


" But I dare say it was so with 


yoit when 


you began Lnti 


and a good while after. 






■' Good-bye 1 Mary's love. 








" Vou 


3 tndy, 

" C. Lamb 



It was in 1833 that Mrs. Siielley first went to reside 
at Harrow. She complains of lining very aolitarily 
there, though she was cheered by seeing her son's 
progreBS in his studios. All tliia wliile, she continued 
to correspond with lier old friend, Mrs. Gisbome ; and 
in a letter to her, dated " Harrow, June 11th, 1835," 



MAIIY SIIKLLEV. 227 

she gossips about her own eetimute of her litersry 
powers. She states tliat, when she sa«' Kean on her 
return to England, she greatly desired to write for tlie 
stage, but that her father earnestlj dissuaded her. 
Nevertheless, she felt persuaded that she could have 
written a good tragedy; but she adds that she could 
not do 80 then, as her feelings were blighted, her 
ambition gone, and her mind wrecked by loneliness. 

" You speak of women's intellect," she coutuiues : 
" we can scarcely do more than judge by ourselves. 
I know that, however clever I may be, there is in nie a, 
want of eagle-winged resolution, that apj>ertains to my 
intellect as well as my moral character, and renders me 
what I am — one of broken purjTOses, failing thoughts, 
and a heart all wounds. My mother had more energj' 
of character ; slill, she bad not suiEcient fire of imagi- 
nation. In short, ray belief is — whetlier there be sex 
in souls or not — that the sex of our material mechanism 
makes us quite different creatures; tetter, though 
weaker, but wanting in the higher grades of intellect. 
I am almost aorry to send you this letter — it is so 
qocrulous and sad ; yet, if I write with any effusion, 
the truth will creep out, and iny life since you went 
has been so strained by sorrows and disappointments, 
I have no hope. In a few years, when I get over 
my present feelings, and live wholly in Percy, I sliall be 
happier." 

William Godwin died in 18.36; an event which, 
though it could not have been much longer postponed, 
as the philosopher had reached the age of eighty, was a 
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great grief to Mrs. Shelley, wlio was tenderly attached 
to her father. 

In the following year, her son went to Camhridge, 
and in 1844, on the deatli of Sir Timothy Shelley, he 
succeeded to the title. 

But, at the sanie momont tliat happier and brighter 
prospects seemed to open to her view, and when she 
had made arrangements for writing the life of her 
Imshand, symptoms of illness, of a' threatening cha- 
racter, showed themselves. From time to time they 
appeared and subsided ; but gradually her old energy 
went, and she died in London on the 2 let of February, 
1851, in the fifty-fourth year of her age. 

The following versus on her death appeared in tha . 
Leader : — 

" LINES ON THE DEATH OF MRS. SIIELLEY 

"Another, yet another, snatch'd away, 
By Death's grasp, from among us I Yet one n. 
Of Heaven's anointed band, — a child of genius, — 
A peereBS, girt about with magic powers, — 
That eould at will evoke from her wild thought 
S^nritB unearthly, monster- eh aped, to strike 
Terror within us, and Etrange wonderment,— 
Renewing, realizing, o 
With daring fancy, on her thrilling page. 
The fabled story of Prometheus old. 

"O gifkd sister, lovely in thyself, 
And claiming from the world the meed of love ! 
How fondly art thou link'd within our breasts 
With his dear memory whose name thou bear'st ; 
How doubly lov'd because entwined with him ! 




MAKY SHELLEY. 229 

*^ Mourn her not, Earth ! her spirit, disenthrall*d, 
No more shall droop in lonely widowhood ; 
Its happy flight is wing'd to join again 
In endless fellowship, 'mid brighter spheres. 
The husband of her heart, — the bright-ey'd child 
Whom Fate tore from us in his early bloom. 
The Poet of the Soul ! whose Orphic song, 
Steep'd to its depths within the light divine 
Of Nature's loveliness, and fraught all o'er 
With struggling yearnings for the weal of man, 
Descended on each sorrow-canker'd life 
Like heaven's dews upon the sunburnt plain. 

*' Mourn her not. Earth ! she is at rest with him, 
The mighty minstrel of the impassion'd lay, — 
The Poet-martyr of a creed too bright, 
Whose lofty hymnings were so oft attuned 
Unto the music of her own pure name. 
The theme and inspiration of his lyre. 

, ^^ Happy departed ones ! a brief farewell. 
Till friend clasps friend upon the silent shore ! 

" E. W. L." 

"Edinburgh, February 24M, 1851." 
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[Some quotations from tliis Journal have been made in 
the preceding pages ; but further extracts are here 
appended, for the sake of the interest they possess.] 

" October 2nd, 1822.— On the 8th of July I finished 
my journal. Tliis is a curious coincidence. The date 
still remains — the fatal 8th — a monument to show that 
all ended then. And I begin again ? Oh, never ! But 
several motives induce me, when the day has gone down, 
and all is silent around me, steeped in sleep, to pen, as 
occasion wills, my reflections and feelings. First, I have 
no friend. For eight years I communicated, with un- 
limited freedom, with one whose genius far transcending 
mine awakened and guided my thoughts. I conversed 
with him; rectified my errors of judgment; obtained 
new lights from him ; and my mind was satisfied. Now 
I am alone — oh, how alone I The stars may behold my 
tears^ and the winds drink my sighs ; but my thoughts 
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a sealed treasure, which I can confide to none. But 
fiin I express all I feel ? Can I give words to thougiita 
and feelings that, as a temj)e3t, liui-rj- me along? Is 
this the sand that the ever-flowing sea of thought would 
impress indelibly? Alas! I am alone. No eye answei's 
mine ; my voice can with none assume its natural modu- 
lation. What a. cliange ! O my beloved Sheiley I 
how often during those Jiappy days — happy, though 
chequered — I thought how superiorly gifted I had been 
in being united to one to whom I couid unveil myself, 
and who could understand me I Well, then, I am now 
reduced to these white pages, which I am to blot with 
dark imagery. As I write, let me think what lie woidd 
have said if, speaking thus to hjiii, he coold have 
answered me. Yes, ray own heart, I would fain know 
wliat you think of my desolate state ; what you think I 
ought to do, what to think, I guess you would answer 
thus :— ' Seek to know your own heart, and, learning 
what it best loves, try to enjoy that,' Well, I cast my 
eyes around, and, looking forward to the bounded pro- 
spect in view, I ask myself what pleases me there? My 
child; — 80 many feelings arise when I think of him, that 
I turn aside to think no more. Those I most loved are 
gone for ever; those who held the second rank are 
absent ; and among those near me as yet, I trust to the 
disinterested kindness of one alone. Beneath all tJiis, 
my imagination ever flags. Literary labours, the im- 
provement of my ntind, and the enlargement of my 
ideas, are the only occupations that elevate me from my 
lethargy : all eventa seem to lead me to that one point. 
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and the courses of destiny, havint; dragged nie to tliat 
single resting-place, have left me. Father, mother, 
friend, husband, children — all made, as it were, the team 
that conducted me here ; and now all except you, iny 
poor hoy (and you are necessary to the continuance of 
my life), all are gone, and I am left to fulfil my task. 
So be it ! 



*• October 5th. — Well, they are come ;" and it is at! 
aa 1 said. I awoke as from sleep, and thought how I 
had vegetated those last days; for feeling leaves little 
trace on the memory if it be, like mine, unvarietl, I 
had felt for and with myself alone, and I awake now to 
take a part in life. As far as others are concerned, niy 
sensations have been moat painful. I nmst work liaixl 
amidst the vexations 'that I perceive are preparing for 
me — to preserve my peace and tranquillity of mind. I 
must preserve some, if I am to live ; for, since I bear at 
the bottom of my heart a fathomless well of bitter 
waters, the workings of which my philosophy is ever at 
work to repress, what will be my fate if the petty vexa- 
tions of life are added to this sense of eternal and infinite 
misery? 

" Oh, my child ! wiiat is your fate to be ? Yon alone 
reach me; you ai-e the only chain that links me to time; 
but for you, I should be free. And yet I cannot be des- 
tined to live long. Well, I shall commence my task, 
commemorate the virtues of the only creature worth 
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• Leigh Ilunl and hi* finnil;-. — Ed. 
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loviug or living for, and then, may bo, I may join him. 
Moonsliine may be united to her planet, and wander no 
morC; a snd reflection of all she loved on eartli. 

'■■ October 7th. — I ]i;ive received my desk to-day, and 
have been reading my letters to mine own Shelley 
during his absences at Mailow. What a scene to recur 
to I My William, Clara, Allegra, are all talked of. 
They lived then, they breathed this air, and their voices 
struck on my sense ; their feet trod the earth beside mc, 
and their hands were warm with blood and life when 
clasped in mine. Where are they all ? This is too 
great an agony to be written about I may express 
my despair, but my thoughts can find no words. 

" I would endeavour to consider myself a faint con- 
tinuation of his being, and, iis far as possible, the revela- 
tion to the earth of what he was. Yet, to become this, 
I must change much, and above all I must acquire that 
knowledge, and drink at those fountains of wisdom and 
virtue, from which he quenched his tliirst. Hitherto I 
have done nothing; yet I have not been discontented 
witli myself. I speak of the period of my residence 
here. For, although unoccupied by those studies which 
I have marked out for myself, my mind has been so 
active, that its activity, and not iis indolence, has made 
me neglectful. But now the society of others causes 
this perpetual working of my ideas somewhat to pRuse ; 
aJtd I must take advantage of tliis to turn my mind 
towards its inimediale duties, and to determine witli 
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firmiiees to eomiuence the life I Imve jilanned. You will 
be with me in jill my stndies, dearest love ! Your voice 
will no longer applaud me, bat in spirit you will visit 
jmd encourage me : I know you will. Wliat were I, if 
I tlid not believe thnt you Still exist ? It is not with yoii 
as with another. I believe that we all live hereafter; 
but you, my only one, were a spirit caged, an elemental 
being, enshrined in a frail image, now shattered. Do 
they not all with one voice assert tlie same ? Trelawny, 
Hunt, and many others. And so at last you quitted this 
painfid pi-ison, and you are free, my Shelley ; while I, 
your poor chosen one, am left to live as I may. 

" What a strange life mine has been ! Love, youth, 
feiU', and fearlessness, led me e-.irly from the regular 
routine of life, and I united myself to this being, who, 
not one of us, though like to ns, was pursued by num- 
berless miseries and annoyances, in all wliich I shared. 
And then 1 was the mother of beautiful children; but 
tliese stayed not by me. Still he was there ; and though, 
in truth, after my WiEliam's death, this world seemed 
only a quicksand, sinking beneath my feet, yet beside 
me was tliia bank of refiige^ — so tcmpest-wom and frail, 
that methought its very weakness was strength, and, 
since Nature had written destruction on its brow, so tbe 
Power that rides human affairs had determined, in spite 
of Nature, that it should endure. But that is gone. 
His voice can no longer be lioard ; the earth no longer 
receives the shadow of his form ; annihilation has come 
over the earthly appearance of the most gentle creature 
that ever yet breathed this air; and I am still here — still 
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thinking, existing, all but hoping. Well, I will close my 
book : Ifl-inoiTow I must begin this new life of mine. 



" October I9tk. — How ptuiifnl all change becomes to 
one who, entirely and despotic-ally engrossed by their 
own feelings, leads as it were an internal life, quite 
different from the outward and apparent one. Whilst 
my life continues its monotonoas course within sterile 
banks, an nnder-current disturbs the smooth face of the 
waters, distorts all objects reflected in it, and the mind 
is no longer a mirror in which outward events may 
reflect themselves, but becomes itself the painter and 
creator. If this perpetual activity has power to vary 
with endless change the every-day occurrences of a 
most monotonous life, it appears to be animated with 
the spirit of tempest and hurricane when any real 
occiirrence diversifies the scene. Thus, to-night, a few 
bars of a known air seemed to be as a wind to rouse 
from its depths every deep-seated emotion of my mind. 
1 would have given worlds to have sat, my eyes closed, 
and listened to tliera for years. The restraint I was 
imder caused these feeluigs to vary with rapidity ; but 
the words of the conversation, uninteresting as tliey 
might be, seemed all to convey two senses to me, and, 
touching a chord within me, to form a music of which 
the speaker was little aware. I do not tliink that any 
person's voice has the same power«f awakening melan- 
clioly in me as Albi's.* I have been accustomed, when 
hearing it, to listen and to speak Httle ; anotlier voice, 
• LorJ Byron's. — Ed. 
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not mine, ever rpplied — t loice whose strings are 
broken. When Alh( cLises to sjioak, I expect to hear 
Hiat other voice, and, wJien I lic.ir another instead, it 
jars strangely witli every association. I have seen so 
little of Albe since our residence in Switzerland, and, 
having seen him there every day, his voice— a peculiar 
one — is engraved on my memory with other sounds and 
objects from which it can never disunite itself, I have 
heard Hunt in company and conversation with many, 
when my own one was not there. Trelawiiy, perhaps, 
is associated in my mind with Edward* more than with 
Shelley. Even ova older friends. Peacock and Hogg, 
might talk togetlier, or with others, and their voices 
would suggest no change to me. But, since incapacity 
and timidity always prevented my mingling in the 
nightly conversations of Diodatl, they were, as it were, 
entirely tete-a-tete between niy Shelley and Albe ; and 
thus, as I have said, when Albe speaks and Shelley does 
not answer, it is as thunder without rain — the form of 
the sun without heat or light — as any familial- object 
might be, shorn of its best attributes ; and I listen with 
an unspeakable melancholy that yet is not all pain. 

" The above explains that which would otherwise be 
an enigma— why Albfe, by his mere presence and voice, 
has the power of exciting such deep and shifting emo- 
tions within rae. For my feelings have no analogj' 
either with my npi^on of him, or the subject of his 
conversation. With another I might talk, and not for 
the moment think of Shcllev^at least not think of him 
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with the same vividness as if I were alone ; but, when 
in company with Albc, I can never cease for a second to 
have Shelley in my heart and brain, with a clearness 
that mocks reality^ interfering, even, by its force, with 
the functions of life — until, if tears do not relieve me, 
the hysterical teeling, imdogous to that which tlie 
mnrmor of the sea gives me, presses painfully upon me. 
" Well, for the first time for about a month, I have 
lieen in company with Albo for two hours, and, coming 
home, I write this, so necessary is it for me to express 
in words the force of my feelings. Shelley, beloved ! I 
look at the stars and at alt nature, and it speaks to me 
of you in the clearest accents. Why cannot you answer 
me, my own one? Is the instrument so utterly de- 
stroyed? I would endure ages of pain to hear one tone 
of your voice strike on my ear I 

" November \OUu — I have made my first probation in 
writing, and it has done me much good, and I get more 
calm ; the stream begins to take to its new channel, inas- 
much as to make me fear change. But people must 
know little of me who 'think that, abstractedly, I am 
content with my present mode of hfe. Activity of 
spirit is my sphere. But we cannot be active of mind 
without an object ; and I have none. I am allowed to 
have some talent — that is sufficient, raethinks, to cause 
ray irreparable niiaery ; for, if oge has genius, wbat a 
Jelight it is to associate with a superior! Mine own 
Shelley 1 the sun knows of none to be likened to you — 
brave, wise, gentle, nohle-hearted, full of learning, toler- 
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ance, and love. Love ! what a word for me to write! 
Yet, my miserable heart, permit rae yet to love— to see 
him in beauty, to feel him in beauty, to l>e interpene- 
trated by the sense of his excellence ; and thus to love^ 
singly, eternally, ardently, and not frnitlessly ; for I 
still his— still the chosen one of that blessed spirit — still 
vowed to him for ever and ever ! 

"November llth. — It is better to grieve tlian not to 
grieve. Grief at least tells me that I w;is not always 
what I am now. I was once selected for happiness : let 
the memoiy of that abide by me. You pjiaa by an old 
ruined house in a desolate lane, and heed it not. But, 
if you hear that that house is haunted by a wild and 
beauti^l spirit, it acquires an interest and beauty of 
its own. 

'• I shall be glad to be more alone again : one ought 
to see no one, or many ; and, confined to one society, I 
shall lose all energy except that which I possess from 
my own resources ; and I must be alone for these to b« 
put in activity. 

" A cold heart ! Have I a cold heart ? God knows I 
But none need envy the icy region this heart encircli 
and at least the tears are hot which the emotions of thin 
cold heart forces me to shed. A cold heart I Yes, it 
would be cold enough if all were as I wished it— cold, 
or burning in that Same for whose sake I forgive this, 
and would forgive every other imputation — that flams 
in which your heart, beloved, lay imconsumed. My 
heart is very full to-night ! 
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" I shall w-rite his life, and tliiis ot'cupy inyaelf in tlie 
only manner from which I can derive coiisolatioii. Tliat 
will be a task that may convey some habn. What 
thoagh I weep ? All is better than inaction aiid — not 
foi-fjetfulness — that never is — but an inactivity of 
remembrance. 

" And you, my own boy ! I am about to begin a 
task whicli, if you live, will be an invaluable treasui'e 
to you in after times. I must collect my materials, and 
then, in the commemoration of the divine virtues of 
your father, I shall fulfil the only act of pleasure there 
remains for me, and be ready to follow you, if you 
k-.ive me, ray task being fulfilled. I have lived: 
raptnre, exultation, cont«it — all tlie varied changes of 
enjoyment — have been mine. It is all gone; hut still, 
tiie airy paintings of what it has gone through float by, 
and distance shall not dim them. If I were alone, I liad 
already begun what I have detennined to do; but I 
inuat have patience, and for those events my memory is 
bi-ass, my thoughts a never tired engi-aver. France — 
I^overty — A few days of solitude, and some uneasiness 
— A tranquil residence in a beautiful spot — Switzerland 
— Bath — Marlow — Milan — The Baths of Lucerne — 
Kste — Venice — Rome — Naples — Home and misery — 
Leghorn — Florence — Pisa — Soli tude — The Wil i i amses 
—The Batlis — Pisa: tlieae are the heads of chapters, 
and each containing a tale romantic beyond romance. 

I no longer enjoy, but I love I Death cannot depriie 
me of tliat living spark which feeds on all given it, and 
which is now triumphant in sorrow. I love, and shall 
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enjoy happiness again: 1 do not doubt that — but 
when ? 



^ 



" December 31st. — So, this year has comt; to an end! 
SheUej, beloved I the year has a new name from any 
thou knewest. When spring arrives, leaves you never 
saw will shadow the ground, and flowers yon never be- 
held wiU star it ; the grass will he of another growth, 
and the birds aiiig a new song ; the aged earth dates 
with a new number. 

" I trust in a hereafter — I havo ever done so. I know 
that that shall he mine — even with thee, glorio»^ spirit ! 
who surely lookest on, pitiest, and lovest thy Mary. 

*' I love thee, my only one ; I love nature ; and I 
trust that I love ail that is good iu my fellow-creatures. 
But how changed I am ! Last year, having you, I 
sought for the aifection of others, and loved them even 
when unjust and cold; but now my heart is tmly iced. 
If they treat me well, I am grateful. Yes, when that is, 
I call thee to witness in how warm a gush my blood 
flows to my heart, and tears to my eyes. But I am a 
lonely, unloved thing, serious and absorbed. None care 
to read my sorrow. 

" Sometimes I thought that fortune had relented 
towards us — that your health would have improved, and 
tliat fame and joy would have been yours; for, when 
well, you extracted from natm-e alone an endless delight. 
The varioas threads of our existence seemed to be draw- 
ing to one point, and there to assume a cheerful hue. 

" Again, I think that your gentle spirit was too much 
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wounded by tlie sharpnesses of tliis world ; that your 
disease was incurable ; and that, in a happy time, yoa 
became tiie partaker of cloudless day, ceaseless hotirs, 
and infinite love. 

" Thy name is added to the list which makes the earth 
bold in her age and proud of what has been. Time, 
with unwearied but slow feet, guides her to the goal that 
thou hast reached; and I, Iier unhappy child, am 
advanced still nearer the hour when my earthly dress 
shall repose near thine, beneath the tomb of Cestius, 

"February 2nd, 1823. — On the 21st of January, those 
rites were fulfilled. Shelley ! my own beloved ! You 
rest beneath the blue sky of Rome ; in that, at least, I 
am satisfied. 

'* Wliat matters it that they cannot find the gra^-e of 
my William? That spot is sanctified by the presence of 
his piu-e earthly vesture, and that is suflicient — at least, 
it must be. I am too truly miserable to dwell on what 
at another time might have made me unhappy. He is 
beneath the tomb of Cestius, I see the spot, 

" February 3rd. — A storm has come across me ; a 
slight circumstance has disturbed the deceitful calm of 
which I boasted. ' I thought I heard my Shelley call me 
— not my Shelley in Heaven, — but my Shelley, my com- 
panion in my daOy tasks, I was reading : I heard a 
voice say, ' Mary ! ' * It is Shelley,' I thought : the 
revulsion was of agony. Never more 

' But I have better hopes and other feelings. Your 
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earthly sliriiie la shattered, but your spirit ever hovers 
over me, or awaits me when I shall be worthy to join iL 
To that spirit which, when imprisoned here, yet showed, 
by its exalted nature, its superior derivatlcm ■ 

" February 24(A. — Evils throng around me, my be- 
loved, and I have indeed lost all in losing thee. Were 
it not for my child, this would rather be a soothing 
reflection, and, if starvation were my fate, I should fulfil 
that fate without a sigh. Hut our child demands all my 
care now that you have left us. I must he all to liim : 
the fether, death has deprived him of; the relations, the 
bad world pemiits him not to have. What is yet in 
store for me ? Am I to close the eyes of onr boy, aaid 
then join you ? 

" The last weeks have been spent in quiet. Study 
could not give repose tu, but somewhat i-egulated, my 
thoughts. I said : ' I lead an iimocent life, and it may 
become a usefal one. I have talent, 1 will improve 
that talent; and if, while meditating on the wisdom of 
ages, and storing my mind with all that has been recorded 
of it, any new light bursts upon me, or any discovery 
occurs that may be useful to my fellows, then the balm 
of utility may be added to innocence.' 

" What is it that moves up and down in my soul, and 
makes me feel as if iny intellect could master all hut my 
fate ? I fear it ia only youthful ardour — the yet un- 
tamed spirit which, wholly withdrawn from the hopos 

• Tliis sentence, like that at the end of the precedinR paragraph, 
»PpeAr« to have been leA incomplete. — Eci. 
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'and almost from tlie aB'ections of life, indulges itself in 
the only walk free to it, and, mental exertion being all 
my thought, except regret, would make me place my 
hopes in that. I am indeed become a rectose in thought 
and act; and my mind, turned heavenward, would, but 
for my only tie, lose all commune with what is around 
me. If I be prond, yet it is witli humility that I am 
ao. 1 am not vain. My heart shakes with its sup- 
pressed emotions, and I Sag beneath the thoughts that 
possess me. 

" Each day, as I have taken my solitary walk, I have 
felt myself exalted with the idea of occupation, improve- 
ment, knowledge, and peace. Looking back to my past 
life as a delicious dream, I steeled myself as well as I 
could against such severe regrets as should overthrow 
my calmness. Once or twice, pausing in my walk, I 
have exclaimed in despair — ' Is it even so?' Yet, for 
the most part resigned, I was occupied by reflection — on 
those ideas you, my beloved, planted in my mind— and 
meditated on our nature, our source, and our destination. 
To-day, melancholy would invade me, and I thought the 
peace I enjoyed was transient. Then that letter came to 
place its seal on my prognostications.' Yet it was not 
the refusal, or the insult heaped upon me, that stung me 
to tears. It was their bitter words about our boy. Why, 
I live only to keep him from their hands. How dared 



' Mra. Shelle; liere Rllndei lo a. letter tram Sir Timotliy to Isai 
Byrun (who liaii written to hira on behalf of hia aon'a widow), in 
which the baronet unilertoolc to support his infant gnuidaon, if tlie 
mother wotild pftrt with bitu. — £n. 
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they dream tlint I lit-Id him not far more precious than 
all, save the hope of ni^iii seeing you, my lost one. 
But for his smiles, where should I now he? 

" Stars, that shine unclouded, ye cannot tell me what 
will be ! Yet can I tell you a part I may have mis- 
givings, weaknesses, and momentary lapses into un- 
worthy despondency ; hut — save in devotion towards ray 
boy — fortune has emptied her quiver, and to all her 
future shafts I opjiose courage, hopelessness of aught on 
this aide, with a finn trust in what is beyond, the grave. 

" Visit me in my dreams to-night, my beloved Shelley I 
kind, living, excellent as thou wort ! and the event of 
this day shall be forgotten. 



I 



" March I9(/(. — As I liaie until now recurred to this 
book to discharge into it the overflowings of a mind too 
full of the bitterest waters of life, so will I to-night, that 
I am calm, pnt down some of my milder reveries ; that, 
when I turn it over, I may not only find a record of the 
moat painful thoughts that ever filled a human heart even 
to distraction. 

" I am beginning seriously to educate myself; and in 
another place I have marked the scope of this somewhat 
tardy education, intellectually considered. In a moral 
point of view, this education is of some years' standing, 
iind it only now takes the form of seeking its food iu 
books. I have long accustomed mj'self to the study of 
my own heart, and have sought and found in its recesses 
that which cannot embody itaclf in words — hardly in 
feelings. I have found strength in the conception of its 
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fiiculties; much native force in the uaderstanding of 
them ; and what appears to inc not a contemptible pene- 
tration in tlie subtle divisions of good and evil. But I 
have found less strength of self-support, of resistance to 
what is vulgarly called temptation ; yet I think also that 
I have found true humility (for surely no one can bt; 
Jess pi-esumptuous than I), an ai-dent Jove for the immu- 
table laws of right, much native goodness of emotion, 
and purity of thought, 

" EnoDgh, if every day I gain a profounder know- 
ledge of my defects, and a more certain metliod of 
turning tliem to a good direction, 

" Stndy has become to me more necessary than the 
air I bi-eatbe. In tlie questioning and searching turn it 
gives to my thoughts, I find some relief to wild reverie ; 
in the self-satisfaction I feel in commanding myself, I 
find present solace ; in the hope that thence arises, that 
I may become more worthy of my Shelley, I find a con- 
aolution that even makes me less wretched in my most 
wretched moments. 

"March 30(/i. — I have now timshed pai't of the 
Odymiey, I mark tliis, I cannot write. Day af^er day 
I suffer the most tremendous agitation. I cannot write, 
or read, or think. Whether it be the anxiety for letters 
tliat shakes a fi^ne not so strong as hitherto — whether 
it be my annoyances here — whether it be my regrets, 
my sorrow, and despair, or all these — I know not ; but 
I am a wreck. 

"MajZlat. — The lanes are fill&l with fireflies; they 
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dart between tlie trunks of the trees, and people the 
land with eartli-stars. 1 walked among them to-night, 
and descended towards the sea. I passed by the ruined 
church, and stood on the platfonn that overlooks the 
beach. Tlie black rocks were stretched out among tlie 
blue waters, which dashed with no impetuous motion 
against them. The dark boats, with their white sails, 
glided gently over its surface, and the stai'-enlightened 
promontories closed in the bay : below, amid the ci'aga, 
I heard the monotonom, but harmonious, voices of the 
fishermen. 

" How beautiful these shores, and this sea ! Such is 
the scene — such tlie waves within whicb my beloved 
vanished from mortality ! 

" The time is drawing near when I must quit this 
country. It is true that, in the situation I now am, Italy 
is but the corpse of the enchantress that she was. Be- 
sides, if I liad stayed here, the state of things would have 
been different. The idea of our child's advantage alone 
enables me to keep fixed in my resolution to return to 
England. It is best for liini — and I go. 

" Foiu' years ago, we lost our dai-ling William ; four 
years ago, in excessive agony, I called for death to free 
me from al! I felt that I should suffer here. I continue 
to live, and thou art gone. I leave Italy, and the few 
that still remain to nie. That, I r^ret less ; for onr 
intercourse is [so] much chequered with all of dross 
that this eiirth so delights to blend with kindness and 
sympathy, that I long for solitude, with the exercise of 
such affections as still remain to me. Away, I shall he 
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s that these friends love me, and none can tiieii 
iay the pare attachment whicli chiefly clings to 
, because they knew and loved you — because I 
aiew them when with you, and I cannot think of them 
without fet'ling yotir spirit beside me. 

" I cannot grieve for you, beloved Shelley ! I grieve 
for thy friDnda — for the worlct — for thy child — most for 
myself, enthroned in thy love, growing wiser and bettei' 
beneath thy gentle influencOj taught by you the highest 
philosophy — yonr pupil, friend, lover, wife, mother of 
your children ! The glory of the dream is gone. I aiu 
a cloud from which the light of sunset has passed. 
Give me patience in the present struggle. Meum cor- 
diwn cor ! Good night ! 

' I would give 
All that I am to be aa thou now art ; 
But I am chun'd to time, and cannot thence depart.' * 



« October 2U(, 1838. — I have heen so often abusc^d by 
protended friends for my lukewarmness in ' the good 
cause,' that, though I disdain to answer them, I shall 
put down here a few thoughts on this subject. I am 
much of a self-examiner. Vanity is not my fault, I 
thinit : if it is, it is uncomfortable vanity, for I Iiave 
none that teaches me to be satisfied with myself; far 
otherwise, — and, if I use the word disdain, it is that I 
think my qualities (such as they are) not appreciated, 
from unworthy causes. 
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" In tike first place, with regard to ' tlic good cause' — 
the cause of the advancement of frcodoui and know- 
ledge, of the rights of women, &c. — I am not a person 
of opmioDs. I have said elsewhere that liumaii beings 
differ greatly in this. Some have a passion for reform- 
ing the world ; others do not cUng to particular opinions. 
Tliat my parents and Shelley were of the former class, 
makes me respect it. I respect such when joined to 
real disinterestedness, toleration, and a cleai- under- 
standing. My accusers, after such as these, appear to 
me mere drivellers. For myself, I earnestly desire the 
good and enlightenment of my fellow-creatures, and 
see all, in the present coui'se, tending to the same, 
and rejoice ; but I am not for violent extremes, which 
only bring on an injurious reaction, I have never 
written a word in disfavom- of liberalism : that I have 
not supported it openly in writing, arises from the 
following causes, as far as 1 know : — 

" That I have not argumentative powers : I see tilings 
pretty clearly, but cannot demonstrate them. Besides, 
I feel the counter ai'guments too strongly. I do not feel 
that I could say aught to support the cause efficiently ; 
besides that, on some topics (especially witli regard to 
my own sex), I am far from making np my mind. 
I believe we are sent here to educate ourselves, and 
that self-denial, and disappointment, and self^ontrol, 
are a part of our education; that it is not by taking 
away all restraining law that our improvement is to be 
achieved ; and, thoogh many things need great amend- 
meiit, I can by no means go so far as my friends wonld 
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! me. When I feel that I can say what will benefit 
my fellow-creatures, I will speak; not before. 

" Then, I recoil from the vtilgai- abuse of the inimical 
press ; I do more than recoil : proud and sensitive, I act 
on the defensive — an inglorious position. 

"To liang back, as I do, brings a penalty. I was 
nui-sed and fed with a love of glory. To be some- 
thing great and good was the precept given me by 
my fatlier : Shelley reiterated it. Alone and poor, 
I could onlv be soniethiug by joining a party ; and 
tliere was much in me — the woman's love of looking 
up, and being guided, and being willing to do anything 
if any one supported and braught me forward — which 
would have made me a good partisan. But Shelley 
died, and I was alone. My father, from age and 
domestic cti'cumstances, could not ' me /aire valoir,' 
My total friendlessness, my horror of pushing, and 
inability to put myself fonvai'd unless led, cherished, 
and supported, — all tliis has sunk me in a state of lone- 
liness no other human being ever I>efore, I believe, 
endured — except Robinson Crusoe. How many tears 
and spasms of anguish this solitude lias cost me, lies 
buried in my memory. 

" If I had raved and ranted about what I did not 
imderstand ; had I adopted a set of opinions, and propa- 
gated them with enthusiasm ; had I been careless of 
attack, and eager for notoriety: then the party to which 
I belonged had gathered round me, and I had not been 
alone. 

" It has been ibe fashion with those same friends to 
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accuse me of worldliiiess. There, indeed, in my own 
iieart and conscience, I take a liigli ground. I may 
distrust my own judgment too much — be too indolent 
and too timid ; but in conduct I am above merited 
blame. 

"I like society; I believe all persons who liave any 
talent (wlio arc in good health) do. The soil that 
gives forth nothing, may He ever fallow ; bnt that 
which produces — -however humble its product — ^needs 
cultivation, change of harvest, refreshing dews, and 
ripening sun. Books do much ; but the living inter- 
courso is the vital heat. Debarred from that, how have 
1 pined and died ! 

" My early friends chose the position of enemies. 
When I first discovered that a trusted friend had acted 
falsely by me, I was neai'ly destroyed. My health was 
shaken. I remember thinking, with a burst of agonizing 
tears, that I should prefer a bed of tortm-e to the 
unutterable anguish a friend's falsehood engendered. 
There is no resentment; but the world can never be 
to me what it was before. Trust, and confidence, and 
the heart's sincere devotion, are gone. 

" I sought at that time to make acquaintances — to 
divert my mind from this anguisli. I got entangled 
in various ways tlmjugh mv ready sympathy and too 
eager heart ; hut I never crouched to society — never 
sought it unworthily. If I have never written to vindi- 
cate the Rights of Women, I have ever befriended 
women when oppressed. At every risk, I have be- 
friended and supported victims to the social system ; 
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but I make no boast, for in truth it is simple justice 
I perform ; and so I am still reviled for being worldly. 

" God grant, a happier and a better daj is near ! 
Percy — my all-in-all — n-ill, I trust, by his excellent 
understanding, his clear, bright, sincere spirit and affec- 
tionate heart, repay me for sad long years of desolation. 
His career may lead me into the thick of life, or only 
gild a quiet hom& I am content with either, and, as 
I grow older, I grow more fearless for myself — I become 
firmer in my opinions. The experienced, the suffering, 
the thoughtful, may at last speak unrobuked. If it 
he the will of God that I live, I may ally my name 
yet to ' the good cause ' — though I do not expect to 
please my accusers. 

" Thus have I put down my thoughts. I may have 
deceived myself; I may be in the wrong: I try to 
examine myself; and such as I have written appears 
to me the exact truth, 

" Enough of this ! The great work of life goes on. 
Death draws near. To be Ijetter after death than in 
life, is one's hope and endeavour— to he so tlu-ough 
self-scliooling. If I write the above, it is that those 
who love me may hereafter know that I am not all 
to blame, nor merit the heavy accusations cast on me 
for not putting myself forward. I cannot do that; it 
is against my nature. As well cast me from a precipice, 
and rail at me for not flying." 



ESSAY ON CHEISTIANITY. 



BY SHELLEY. 



NOW FIB8T PBINTED. 



The reader will observe some unfinished sentences in the course 
of this essay ; but it has been thought advisable to print it exactly 
as it was found, with the exception of a few conjectural words 
inserted between brackets. — En. 




Tub Being who has influenced in the most memorable 
maimer the opinions and the fortunes of the human 
species, is Jesus Christ At this day, his name is con- 
nected with the devotional feelings of two hundred 
millions of the I'ace of man. The institutions of the 
most civilized jmrtion of the globe derive their authority 
from the sanction of his doctrines ; he is the hero, the 
God, of our popular religion. His extraordinary genius, 
the wide and rapid effect of his unexampled doctrines, 
his invincible gentleness and benignity, the devoted love 
borne to him by his adherents, suggested a persuasion 
to them that he was something divine. The super- 
natural events which the liistorians of this wonderful 
man subsequently asserted to have been connected with 
every gradation of his career, established the opinion. 

His death is said to have been accom^mnled by an 
accumulation of tremendous prodigies. Utter dark- 
ness fell upon the eartli, blotting the noonday sun; 
deatl bodies, arising from their graves, walked through 
the pablic streets, and an eartliquake shook the 
astonished city, rending the rocks of the surrooud- 
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ing mountains. The philosopher may attribute the 
application of these events to the death of a reformer, 
or the events themselves to a visitation of that universal 

Pan who 

***** 

The thoughts which the word " God" suggests to the 
human mind are susceptible of as many variations as 
% human minds themselves. The Stoic, the Platonist, 
and the Epicurean, the Polytheist, the Dualist, and the 
Trinitarian, differ infinitely in their conceptions of its 
meaning. They agree only in considering it the most 
awful and most venerable of names, as a conunon term 
devised to express all of mystery, or majesty, or power, 
which the invisible world contains. And not only has 
every sect distinct conceptions of the application of this 
nan^e, but scarcely two individuals of the same sect, 
who exercise in any degree the freedom of their judg- 
ment, or yield themselves with any candour of feeling 
to the influences of the visible world, find perfect coin- 
cidence of opinion to exist between them. It is [inter- 
esting] to inquire in what acceptation Jesus Christ 
employed this term. 

We may conceive his mind to have been predisposed 
on this subject to adopt the opinions of his countrymen. 
Every human being is indebted for a multitude of his 
sentiments to the religion of his early years. Jesus 
Christ probably [studied] the historians of his country 
with the ardour of a spirit seeking after truth. They 
were undoubtedly the companions of his childish years, 
the food and nutriment and materials of his youthftil 
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biedltations. The sublime dramatic poem entitled Job 
had familiarized Ms imagination with the boldest imagery 
afiforded by the human mind and the material world. 
Ecclesiaites had diffused a seriousness and solemnity 
over the frame of Jiis spirit, glowing with youthful ho^je, 
and [had] made audible to his listening heart 

^R " The still, sad music of iiumaaitj', 

^^ Not hawh or grating, but of ample power 

To cba9ten and subdue." 

He had contemplated tliis name as having been pro- 
fanely perverted to the sanctioning of the most enormous 
and abominable crimes. We can distinctly trace, m the 
tissue of his doctrines, the persuasion that God is some - 
universal Being, differing from man and tlie mind of 
man. According to Jesus Christ, God is neither tlie 
Jupiter, who sends rain upon the earth ; nor the Venus, 
through wliom all living things are produced ; nor the 
Vulcan, who presides over the terrestrial element of 
fire ; nor the Vesta, that preserves the light which is 
I'uslirined in the aun and moon and stars. He is neither 
the Proteus nor the Pan of the material world. But 
tlie word God, accoi-ding to the acceptation of Jesus 
Christ, miites all the attributes which these denomina- 
tions contain, and is the [interpoint] and over-ruling 
Spirit of all the energy and wisdom included within the 
circle of existing tilings. It is important to observe 
that tlie author of t)ie Christian system had a concep- 
tion widely differing from the gross imaginations of tlio- 
vulgar relatively to the rubng Power of tlie universe. 
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.He everywhere rcpiesents tliis Power as sotnethiiig 
■.mysteriously aiid inimitably pervading the frame of 
^things. Nor do liis doctrines practically iissume any 
proposition wliich they tlieoretically deny. They do 
■■ not represent God us a limitless and iji conceivable 
I mystery ; aflinning, at the same time, his existence as a 
(Being subject to passion and capable- — — 



" Blessed are the pnre in heart, for tliey shall see 
God." Blessed ai'e those who liiive preserved internal 
sanctity of soul; who ai-e conscious of no secret deceit; 
who are the same iu act as they are in desire ; who con- 
ceal no thought, no tendencies of thought, from their 
own conscience ; who are faithful and sincere witnesses, 
before the tribunal of tlieir own judgments, of all that 
passes within their inind. Such as these shall see God. 
What ' after death, shall their awakened eyes behold 
the King of Heaven ? Shall they stand in awe before 
tlie golden throne on which He sits, and gaze upon the 
venerable countenance of the paternal Monarch ? Is 
this the reward of the virtuous and the pure ? These 
are the idle dreams of the Tisionary, or the pernicious 
pepreaentationB of impostors, who have fabricated from 
the very mattiiiitls of wisdom a cloak ibr their own 
dwarfish or imbecile conceptions. 

Jesus Christ ha.s saitl no more than the most excellent 
philosophers have felt and expressed — that virtue Is its 
own rewai'd. It is true that such an expression as he 
has used was prompted by the energy of genius, and 
was the overflowmg enthusiasm of a poet ; but it is not 
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Che less literally tnw [becaiise] clearly repugnant to the 
mistaken conceptions of the inultitnde. Go<l, it has 
been asserted, was contemplated by Jesus Christ as 
every poet and every philosopher must have contem- 
plat«l that mysterious principle. He considered that 
venerable word to express the overruling Spirit of the \ 
collective energy of the moral and material world. He 
affirms, therefore, no more than that a simple, sincere \ 
mind is the indispensable requisite of true science and 
true happiness. He affirms that a being of pure and 
gentle habits will not fail, in every thought, in eveiy 
object of e\'ery thought, to be aware of benignant visitings 
from the invisible energies by which he is surrounded. 

Whosoever is free from the contamination of luxury 
and licence, may go fortli to the fields and to the woods, 
inhaling joyous renovation from the breath of Spring, 
or catching from the odours and sounds of Autumn 
some diviner mood of sweetest sadness, wiuch improves 
the softened heart. Whosoever is no deceiver or 
destroyer of his I'ellowmen — no liar, no flatterer, no 
murderer — may walk among his species, deriving, from 
the communion with all which they contain of beautiful 
or of majestic, some intercourse with the Universal 
God. Whosoever has maint^dned with his oivn heai't 
the strictest corresjwndence of confidence, who dares 
to examine and to estimate every imagination which 
suggests itself to his mind — whosoever is that which he 
designs to become, and only aspires to that which the 
divinity of his ovai nature shall consider and approve—^ , 
he has already seen God. 
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We live ami move aiid think ; but we are not the 
creators of our own origin and existence. We are not 
the arbiters of every motion of our own complicated 
nature; we are not tlie masters of our own imaginations 
and moods of mental being. There is a Power by ■ 
wLicIi we are surrounded, like the atmosphere in which 
some motionless lyre is siispended, ■nhic]i visits with 
its breath our silent chords at will. 

Our most imperial and stupendous qualities — those 
on which the majesty and the power of humanity is 
erected— are, relatively to the inferior portion of its 
mechanism, active and imperial ; but tliey are the 
passive slaves of some higher and more omnipotent 
Power. This Power is God ; and tliose who have seen 
God have, in tlie period of their purer and more 
perfect nature, been harmonized by then- own will to so 
exquisite [a] consentaneity of power as to give forth 
divinest melody, wlieii the breath of universal being 
sweeps over their frame. That those who are pure in 
heart shall see God, and that virtne is its own reward, 
may be considered as equivalent assertions. The former 
of these propositions is a metaphorical repetition of the 
latter. The advocates of litei'ai interpretation liave been 
the most efficacious enemies of those doctrines whose 
nature they profess to venerate, Thncydideii, in parti- 
cidai', affords a number of instances calculated 



Tacitus says, tliat the Jews held God to be something 
eternal and supreme, neitlier subject to change nor to 
decay ; therefore, tliey permit no statues in their cities 
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or tlieir temples. The universal Being can only be 
described or defined by negatives which deny his sub- 
jection to the laws of all inferior existences. Where 
indefiniteness ends, idolatry and anthropomorphism begin. 
God is, as Lncau has expressed, 

" Quodcunque viiles, quodcunque moveris, 
Et ciEliim et virtus." 

The doctrine of what some ianatica ha*c tei-med "a 
peculiar Providence" — that is, of some power beyond 
and superior to that which ort-lmarily guides tlie opera- 
tions of the Universe, mterfering to punish the vicious 1 
."uid reward the virtuous — is exphcitly denied by Jesus I 
Christ The absurd and execrable doctrine of vengeance, \ 
in alt its shapes, seems to have been contemplated by 
this great moralist with the profotmdest disapprobation ; 
nor would he permit the most venerable of names to be 
penerted into a sanction for tlie meanest and most 
contemptible propensities incident to the natiux- of man. 
" Love your enemies, bless those who curse you, that 
ye may be the sons of your Heavenly Father, who 
makes the sun to sliine on the good aud on the c^tI, 
and the rain to fall on the just and unjust." How 
monstrous a calumny have not impostors dared to 
advance against the mild and gentle author of this just ■ 
sentiment, and ^linst the whole tenor of his doctrines 
and his life, overflowing with benevolence and forbear- 
ance and compassion ! They have representcil him 
asserting that the Omnipotent God — that merciful and 
benignant Power who scatters ei^ually upon the beautiful 
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eartli aJl tUe elements of security and liappiueB.5 — wHd 
influences are distributed to all whose natures adinit 
of a participatinn in tliem — who sends to the weak ami 
vicious creatures of liis will all the benefits which they 
are capable of sharing — tliat tliis God has de^^ised a 
scheme whereby the body shall live after its appai-ent 
dissolntion, and he rendered capable of indefinite torture. 
He 19 s^d to have compiired the agonies which the 
vicious shall then endure to the excruciations of a liv^ing 
body boimd among the fiaines, and being consume<l 
sinew by sinew, and bone by bone. 

And this is to be done, not because it is supposed 
(aJid the supposition would he sufficiently detestable) 
that the moral nature of the sufferer would be improved 
by his tortures— it is done because it is just to he done. 
My neighbour, or my servant, or my child, has done 
me an injury, juid it is jnst that he should suffer an 
injury in return. Such is the doctrine wliich Jeans 
Christ snmnioned his whole resom'Ces of persuasion to 
oppose. "Love yonr enemy, bless those who curse 
yon:" such, he says, is the practice of God, and such 
must ye imitate if ye would be the children of God. 

Jesns Christ would harrlly ha^"e cited, as an example 
of all that is gentle and beneficent and compassionate, 
a Being who shall deliberately scheme to infiict on a 
large jiortion of the human race tortiu¥s indescribably 
intense and indefinitely protract«l ; who shall uiflict 
them, too, without any mistake as to the true nature 
of pain — without any view to futiu« good — merely 
because it is just. 
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Thisj and no other, is justice: — 1« consider, under 
all the circnm stances and consequences of a particular 
case, how the greatest quantity and purest quality of 
happiness will ensue from any ai'tion ; [this] is to be 
just, and there is no other justice. The distinction 
between justice and mercy was first imagined in the 
courts of tyrants. Mankind receive every relaxation 
of their tjTaimy as a circumstance of grace or 
favour. 

Such was the clemency of Julius Caesar, who, having 
achieved by a series of treachery aud bloodshed the min 
of the liberties of his country, receives the fame of 
mercy because, possessing the power to slay the noblest 
men of Rome, he restrained his sanguinary soul, arro- 
gating to himself as a merit aji abstinence from actions 
which if he had committed, he would only have added 
one other atrocity to his deeds. His assassins under- 
stood justice better. They saw the most virtuous and 
civilized community of mankind under the insolent 
dominion of one wicked man ; and they inurderecl him. 
They destroyed the usurper of the liberties of their 
countrymen, not because tliey hat«d him, not because 
they would revenge the wrongs which they had sus- 
tained (Brutus, it is said, was his most familiar friend ; 
most of the conspirators were habituated to domestic 
intercourse with the man whom they destroyeil) ; it waa 
in affection, inextinguishable love for all that is venerable 
and dear to the human heart, in the names of Couutry, 
Liberty, and Virtue ; it was in a serious and solemn and 
leluctant mood, that these holy patriots murdered their 
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father and their friend. They would have spared his 
violent death, if he could have deposited the rights which 
he had assumed. His own selfish and narrow nature 
necessitated the sacrifices they made. They required 
that he should change all those habits which debauchery 
and bloodshed had twined around the fibres of his in- 
most frame of tiiought ; that he should participate with 
them and with his coimtry those pri^^leges which, having 
corrupted by assmning to himself, he would no longer 
value. They would have sacrificed their lives if they 
could have made him worthy of the sacrifice. Such are 

. ' the feelings which Jesus Christ asserts to belong to the 
ruling Power of the world. He desireth not the death 
of a sinner; he makes the sun to shine upon the just and 
unjust. 

The nature of a narrow and malevolent spirit is so 
essentially incompatible with happiness as to render it 
inaccessible to the infiuences of the benignant God. All 
that his own perverse propensities will permit him to 
receive, that God abundantly pours forth upon him. If 
there is the slightest overbalance of happiness, which 
can be allotted to the most atrocious offender, consis- 
tently with the nature of things, that is rigidly made 
his portion by the ever-watchftJ Power of God. In 
every case, the himian mind enjoys the utmost pleasure 
which it is capable of enjoying. God is represented by 

, / Jesus Christ as the Power from which, and through 
which, the streams of all that is excellent and delightfrd 
flow; the Power which models, as they pass, all the 
elements of this mixed universe to the purest and most 
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perfect shape which it belongs to tlieir nature to assume. 
Jesus Christ attributes to this Power the faculty of Will. 
How far such a doctrine, in its ordinary sense, may be 
philosophically true, or how far Jesus Cliriet intentionally 
availed himself of a metaphor easily understood, is 
foreign to the subject to consider. Tliis much is certain, 
that Jesus Christ represents God as the fountain of all 
goodness, tlie eternal enemy of pain and e\H, the uni- 
form and michanging motive of the salutary operations 
of tho material world. The supposition that this cause 
is excited to action by some principle analogous to the 
liuman will, adds weight to the persuasion that it is 
foreign to its beneficent nature to inflict the shghtest 
pain. According to Jesus Christ, and according to the 
indisputable facts of the case, some e\"il spirit has domi- 
nion in tliis imperfect world. But there will come a 
time when the human mind shall be ^■isited exclusively 
by the influences of the benignant Power. Men shall 
die, and their bodies shall rot uniler the ground ; all the 
oi^ans through which their knowledge and their feelings 
have flowed, or in which they have origi:iated, shall 
iissume other forms, an<l become mirustrant to purposes 
the most foreign from their former tendencies. There 
is a time when we shall neither be heard or be seen by 
the multitude of beings like ourselves by whom we have 
been so long surroimded. They shall go to graves; 
where then ? 

It appears that we moulder to a heap of senseless 
dust ; to a few worms, that arise and perish, like our- 
selves. Jesiis Christ asserts that these appearances are 
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I fillactons, and that a gloomy and cold imaginatioTi aloiie 
BUggeats the conception that thought can cease to be. 
Another and a more extensive state of being, rather than 
the complete extinction of being, will follow from that 
mysterious chfuige which we call Deatlu There shall 
be no misery, no pain, no fear. The empire of evil 
spirits extends not beyond the boundaries of the grave. 
The unobseured irradiations from the fountain-fire of all 
goodness shall reveal all tliat is mysterious and unintel- 
ligible, until the mutual communications of knowledge 
and of happiness throughout all thinking natures consti- 
tute a hannony of good that ever varies and ne^^er ends. 
This is Heaven, when pain and e%-il cease, and when 
tlie Benignant Principle, mitrammelled and uncontrolled, 
Tislts in the ftilness of its power the universal trame of 
thingi^ Human life, with alt its tuireal ills and transitory 
hopes, is as a dream, which departs before the dawn, 
leaving no trace of its evanescent hues. All that it 
contains of pure or of divhie visits the passive mind in 
some serenest mood. Most holy are the feelings through 
which our i'ellow beings are renilered dear and [vene- 
rable] to the heart. The remembrance of their sweet- 
ness, ajid the completion of the hopes which they 
[excite], constitute, when we awaken from the sleep of 
life, the fulfilment of the prophecies of its most majestic 
and beantifiil visions. 

We die, says Jesus Christ ; and, when we nwaken 
from the languor of disease, the glories and the happi- 
ness of Paradise are around ns. All eiil and pain have 
ceased for ever. Oiu: happiness also corresponds with. 
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and Its adapted to, the nature of what is most excellent in 
our being. We see God, and we see that he is good. *■ 
How delightfid a picture, even if it be not trap I How 
magnificent ia the conception which this bold theory 
suggests to the contemplation, even if it be no more 
than the imagination of some aubliraeat and most holy 
poet, who, impressed with the loveliness and majesty of 
his own nature, is impatient and discontented with the 
narrow limits which this imperfect Hfe and the dark 
grave have assigned for ever an his melancholy portion. 
It is not to be believed that Hell, or punishment, was the 
conception of this daring mind. It is not to be believed 
that the most prominent group of this picture, wliich is 
framed so heart-moving and lovely — the accomplishment 
of aU human hope, the extinction of all moriiid fear and 
anguish — would consist of millions of sensitive beings 
enduring, in every variety of torture which Omniscient 
vengeance could invent, immortal agony. 

Jesus Christ opposed with earnest eloquence the panic 
fears and hateful superstitions which have enslaved 
mankind for ages. Nations had risen against nations, 
employing the subtlest devit'es of mechanism and mind 
to waste, and escmciate, and overthrow. The great com- 
miuiity of mankind liad been subdivided into ten thou- 
sajid communities, each organized for the ruin of the 
other. Wheel witliin wheel, tlie vast machine was in- 
stinct with the restless spirit of desolation. Pain had 
been inflicted; therelijre,pain should be inflicted in return. 
Betidiation of injuries is the only remedy which can be 
applied to violence, becaoae it teaches the injurer Uie 



268 ESSAY ON CHRISTIANITY. 

true Jiahire of hla own conduct, ami operates as a i" 
ing against its repetition. Nor must tlie same i 
of calamity be returned as was received. If a man 
borrows a certain sum from me, he is bound to repay 
that sum. Slid! no more be requii-ed of tht' enemy 
who desti'oya my reputatioii, or ravages my fields? It is 
just that he should suffer ten times the loss which he has 
inflicted, that tlie legitimate consequences of his deed 
may never be obliterated from his remenibrauce, and 
that others may clearly discern and feel the danger of 
invading the peace of human society. Such i-ea.ionings, 
and the impetuous feelings arising from them, have 
armed nation against nation, family against family, man 
against man. 

An Athenian soldier, in the Ionian army which had 
assembled for the purpose of -vindicating the liberty 
of the Asiatic Greeks, accidentally set fire to Sardis. 
The city, being composed of combustible materials, was 
burned to the ground. The Persians belicA^ed that this 
circumstance of aggression made it ttieir duty to retaliate 
on Athens. They assembled successli-e expeditions on 
the most extensive scale. Every nation of the East 
was united to nun the Grecian States, Athens was 
burned to the ground, the whole territory laid waste, 
and every living thing which it contained [destroyed], 
Afier suffering ajid inflicting incalculable mischicfa, they 
desisted from their purpose only when they became 
impotent to effect it. The desire of revenge for the 
aggression of Persia outlive<l, among the Greeks, that 
lore of liberty which had been their most glorious dis- 
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tinction among the nations of inaiikiiid ; and Alexander 
l)ecame tlie instrument of its completion. The mi9<;hiefs 
attendant on this consummation of fruitless ruin are 
too manifold imd too tremendous to be related. If all 
the thought which had been expended on the con- 
struction of engines of agony and deatli — the modes of 
aggression and defence, the rsusing of armies, and the 
acquirement of those arts of tyranny and falseliood 
without which mixed multitudes could neither be lud 
nor governed — liad been employed to promote the true 
welfare and extend tlie real empire of man, how different 
would have been the present situation of human society I 
Jiow different the state of knowledge in physical and ' 
moral science, upon which the power aJid happiness 
of mankind essentially depend ! What nation haa the 
example of the desolation of Attica by Mardonius and 
Xerxes, or the extinction of the Persian empire by 
.Vlexaiider of Macedon, restrained from outrage ? Was 
not the pretext of this latter system of spoliation derived 
immediately from the former? Hatl revejige in this 
instance any other eifect than to increase, instead of 
diniiniahing, the mass of malice ajid evil already exist- 
ing in the world ? 

The emptiness and folly of retaliation are apparent 
from every example which can be brought forward. 
Not only Jeaus Christ, but the most eminent professors 
of every sect of philosophy, have reasoned against this 
futile superstition. Legislation is, in one point of view, 
to be considered as an attempt to provide against the 
excesses of this deplorable mistake. It professes to 



270 



ESSAY ON caitisTiANrry. 



k 



assign the peiialtj of all pn\'ate injuries, and deules to 
indi^'iduals the right of vindicatiiig their proper cause. 
Tliis end is certainly not attained without some accom- 
intMiatiou to the propeuaitiea which it desires to destroy. 
Still, it recognises no prmciple but the production of 
the greatest eventual good with the least immediate 
injury ; and regards the tortui'e, or the death, of any 
human being as unjust, of wliatever miscliief he may 
hare been the author, so that the result shall not more 
than compensate lor tlie immediate pain. 

Mankind, transmitting trom generation to genei'ation 
the legacy of accumulated vengeances, and pursuing 
with the feelings of duty the misery of their fellow- 
beings, have not failed to attribute to the Universal 
Cause a character aiialogot^ with their own. The 
image of this invisible, mysterious Being is more or 
less excellent and perfect — resembles more or less its 
original — in proportion to the perfection of the mind 
on which it is impressed. Thus, that nation which has 
arrived at the highest step in the scale of moi-al pro- 
gi-easion will belie^'e most purely in that God, the 
knowledge of whose real attributes is considered as 
the firmest basis of the true religion. The reason of 
the belief of each individual, also, will be so fai- regulatetl 
by his conceptions of what is good. Thus, the con- 
ceptions which any nation or indi^-idual entertains of" 
the God of its popular woi-ship may be infeiTed from 
their own actions and opinions, which are the subjects 
of their ajjprobation among their fellow-men. Jesus 
Ghrist instructed his disciples to be perfect, as their 
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Fatlier in Heaven is pei'fect, declaring at the sanie time 
his behcf that humiiii perfection requires the refraining 
from revenge and retribution in any of its various 
shapes. 

The perfection of the human and the divine character 
is thus asserted to be the same. Man, bj reseinbhng 
God, fulfils most accurately the tendencies of his nature ; 
and God comprehends within himself all that constitutes 
human perfection. Thus, Goil is a model through 
which the excellence of man is to be entlraatod, whilst! 
the abstract perfection of the human character is the type [ 
of tlie actual perfection of the diinne. It is not to be 
believed that a person of such comprehensive views as 
Jesus Christ could have fallen into so manifest a contra- 
'liction as to assert that men would lie tortured after death 
by that Being whose character is held up as a model to 
liuman kind, because he is incapable of malevolence and 
revenge. All the argimients which have been brought 
forward to justify retribution fail, when retribution is 
destined neither to operate as an example to otlier agents, 
nor to the offender liimself. How feeble such reasoning 
is to he considerefl. has been already shown; but it is 
the character of an evil Daamon to consign the beings 
whom he has endowed with sensation to unprofitabli- 
anguish. The peculiar cdrcumstances attendant on the 
conception of God casting sinners to bium in Hell tor 
ever, combine to render that conception the most jwrfect 
specimen of the gfL-atest imaginable crime. Jesus 
C^hrist represente^l God as the principle of all gooti, the 
source of all happiness, the wise and benei-olent Creator 
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and Fresorver of all living thiiiga. But the interpreters 
of his (loctrinca linve confounded the good and the evil 
principle. They obaen-ed the emanations of their 
universal natures to ho inextricably entangled in t]ie 
world, and, trembling before tlie jwwer of the cause 
of all things, addressed to it such flattery as is acceptable 
to the ministers of human tyranny, attributing love 
imd wisdom to those energies which they felt to be 
exerted indifferently for the puqioses of benefit and 
calamity. 

Jesus Christ expressly asserts that distinction between 
the good and evil principle which it lias been the 
practice of all theologians to confound. How far Lis 
doctrines, or their interpretition, may be ti-ucj it would 
Scarcely have been worth while to inquire, if tlie one 
did not afford an example and an incentive to the 
attainment of true viitue, wJiilst the other holds out a 
sanction anil apology for every species of mean and 
cruel ^'ice. 

It cannot be precisely ascertfuned in what degi'ee 
Jesus Christ accommodated his doctrines to the opinions 
of his auditors; or in what degi'ee he really said all 
that he is related to have said. He has left no written 
I record of himself, and we are compelled to judge from 
I the imperfect and obscure informatiou which liis bio- 
graphers {persons certainly of very undisciplined and 
j undiscriminating minds) have transmitted to posteri^. 
These writers (our only guides) impute sentiments to 
Jesus Christ which flatly contradict each other. They 
represent him as narrow, superstitiouB, and exquisitely 
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vindictive and malicious. They insert, in tlie midst 
of a strain of impassioned eloquence or sagest exhor- 
tation, a sentiment only reniarka,ble for its naked and 
drivelling folly. But it is not <.lif[icult to diatinguisli 
the inventions by which these historians have filled up 
the interstices of tra<lition, or corrupted the simplicitj- 
of tJ'uth, from the real character of their rude amaze- 
ment. They have left sufficiently clear indications of 
the genuine character of Jesus Christ to rescue it for 
ever from the imputations cast upon it by their ignorance 
and fanaticism. We disco\-er that he is the enemy of 
oppression and of falsehood ; that he is the advocate 
of equal justice ; that he is neither disposed to sanction 
bloodshed nor deceit, under whatsoever pretences their 
practice may be ™idicated. We discover that he was 
a man of ineek and majestic demeanour, calm in danger ; 
of natural and simple thought and habits ; beloved to 
adoration by his adherents ; unmoved, solemn, and 
severe. 

It is utterly incredible that this man said, that if you 
hate ymir enemy you would find it to your account to 
return him good for e^'il, since, by such a temporary 
oblivion of vengeance, you would heap coals of fire on 
his head. Where such contradictions occui", a favour- 
able construction is warranted by the general innocence 
of manners and comprehensiveness of views which he is 
represented to possess. The rule of criticism to be 
adopted in judging of tlie life, actions, and words of a 
man who has acted any conspicuous part in the revolu- 
tions of the world, shoidd not be narrow. We ought to 
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fbna a genera] image of his cliaracfer and of ]iia doc- 
trines, and refer to this whole the distinct portions of 
actions and speech by which they ore diversified. It is 
not here asserted that no conti-adictions are to be ad- 
mitted to have taken place in the system of Jesus Chiiet, 
Iwtween doctrines promulgated in different ^tatea of 
feeling or information, or even such ns are implied in the 
enunciation of a scheme of tiiought, various and obscure 
through its immensity and depth. It is not asserted 
that no degree of human indignation ever hurried him, 
beyond the limits which his calmer mood had placed, to 
ilisapprobatjon against vice and folly. Those deviations 
from tlie history of hia life are alone to he vindicated 
which represent his owni essential character in contra- 
diction with itself. 

Ever;' human mind has what Bacon calls its " idola 
specus" — peculiar images which reside in the inner cave 
of thought These constitute the essential and distinc- 
tive character of every human being ; to which every 
action and every word have intimate relation; and by 
which, in depicting a character, the genuineness and 
meaning of these words and actions are to be deter- 
mined. Every fanatic or enemy of virtue is not at 
liberty to misrepresent the greatest geniuses and most 
heroic defenders of all that is valuable in this mortal 
world. History, to gain any credit, must contain some 
truth, and that truth shall thus be made a sufficient indi- 
cation of prejudice and deceit. 

Witli respect to the miracles which these biographers 
have related, I have already declinetl to enter into any 
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cliscnssioii on their nature or ilieir existence. The sup- 
position of their fiilsehoocl or their truth would modify 
in no degree the hues of the picture which is attempted 
to be delineated. To judge traly of the mora! ami P^~ 
loHophical cliaracter of Socrates, it is not necessary to 
determi^ the question of the famihar Spirit which [it] 
is su])jioaed that he belie\-ed to attend on him. The 
power of the human mind, relatively to intercourse with 
or dominion over the invisible world, is doubtless an 
interesting theme of discussion ; but the connection of 
the instance of Jesus Christ with the established religion 
of the country in which I write, renders it dangerous to 
subject oneself to the imputation of introducing new 
Gods or abolishing old ones ; nor is the duty of mutual 
forViearance suiEciently understood to render it certain 
that tlie metaphysician juid the moralist, even though he 
careiuUy sacrifice a cock to Esculapius, may not receive 
something analogous to the bowl of hemlock tor the 
reward of his labours. Much, however, of what his 
[Christ's] biographers have asserted is not to be rejected 
merely because inferences inconsistent with the general 
spirit of his system are to be adduced from its admission. 
Jesua Christ did what every other refbnner who has 
produced any considerable effect upon tlie world has 
done. He aecommodated his doctrines to the preposses-^ 
sions of tliose whom he addressetl. He used a language 
for this view sufficiently familiar to our comprehensions. 
He said, — However new or strange my doctrines may 
appear to you, they are in fact only the restoration and 
establishment of those original institutions and ancient 
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customs of your own law aiid religion. The 
tions of your faith and policy, although perfect in their 
origin, have become corrupt and altered, and have fallen 
into decay. I profess to restore them to their pristine 
authori^ and splendotir. " Think not that I am come 
to destroy the Law and the Prophets. I am ct^e not to 
destroy, but to fulfil. Till heaven and earth i)ass away, 
one jot or one tittle shall in nowise pass away firom the 
Law, till all be fulfilled." Thus, like a skilful orator 
(see Cicero, De Oratore), he secures the prejudices of 
his auditors, and induces them, by his professions of 
sympathy with their feehngs, to enter with a willing 
mind into the exposition of his own. The art of per- 
suasion differs from that of reasoning; and it is of no 
small moment, to the success ei-en of a trae cause, that 
the judges who are to determine on its merits should be 
free from those national and religious predilections which 
render the multitude both deaf and blind. 

Let not this practice he considered as an unworthy 
artifice. It were best for the cause of reason that man- 
kind should acknowledge no authority but its own ; but 
it is useful, to a certain extent, that they should not con- 
sider those institutions which they have been habituated 
to reverence as opposing an obstacle to its admission. 
All reformers have been compelled to practise this mis- 
representation of their own true feelings and opinions, 
It is deeply to be lamented that a word should ever issue 
fi-om human lips wliicli contains the minutest alloy of 
dissimulation, or simulation, or hypocrisy, or exa^era- 
tion, or anj-thing but the precise and rigid image which 
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^3 present to the mind, and wliich ought to dictate the 
expression. But the practice of utter sincerity towards 
other men would avail to no good end, if they were in- 
capable of practising it towards their own minds. In 
tact, trutli cannot be communicated until it is perceivra.1. 
The interests, therefore, of truth require that an orator 
shoidd, as far as possible, produce in his hearers that 
state of mind on which alone his exhortations could 
fairly bo contemplated and examined. 

Having procUiced this favourable disposition of mind, 
Jesus Clmat proceeds to qualify, and finally to abrogate, 
the system of the Jewish law. He descants upon its 
insufficiency as a code of moral conduct, which it pro- 
fesaeil to be, and absolutely selects the hiw of retahation 
as an instance of the absurdity aud immorality of its 
Institutions. The conclusion of the speech is in a ati'ain 
of tlie most daring and most impassioned speculation. 
He seems emboldened by the success of his exculpation 
to the multitude, to declare in public the utmost singu- 
larity of his faith. He tramples upon all received 
opinions, on all the cherished luxuries and superstitions 
of majikind. He bids them cast aside the claims of 
custom and blind faitli by which they have been en- 
compassed from the vety cradle of their being, and 
receive the imitator and minister of the Universal God. 

Eqcality Of SIankisd. 

'• The spirit of the Lord is upon me, because he hath 

chosen me to preach the gospel to the poor; He hath 

gent me to heal the broken-hearted, to preach deliverance 
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to tlie captives and recovery of sight to the blind^ and 
to set at liberty them that are bruised." (Luke, ch. iv. 
V. 18.) This is an enunciation of all that Plato and 
Diogenes have speculated upon the equaliiy of mankind. 
They saw that the great majority of the human species 
were reduced to the situation of squalid ignorance and 
moral imbecility, for the purpose of pun-eying for the 
luxury of a few, and contributing to the satisfaction of 
their tliirst for power. Too mean-spirited and too feeble 
in resolve to attempt the conquest of their own e^-il 
passions, and of the diflBculties of the material world, 
men sought dominion over their fellow-men, as an easy 
method to gain that apparent majesty and power which 
the instinct of their nature requires. Plato wrote the 
scheme of a republic, in which law should watch over 
the equal distribution of the external instruments of 
unequal power — ^honours, property, &c. Diogenes de- 
vised a nobler and a more worthy system of opposition 
to tlie system of the slave and tyrant. He said : ** It 
is in the power of each individual to level the inequality 
which is the topic of the complaint of mankind. Let 
him be aware of his own wortli, and tiie station which 
he occupies in the scale of moral beings. Diamonds 
and gold, palaces and sceptres, derive their value from 
tlie opinion of mankind. The only siunptuary law 
which can be imposed on the use and fabrication of 
these instruments of mischief and deceit, these symbols 
of successful injustice, is the law of opinion. Every 
man possesses the power, in this respect, to legislate for 
liimself. Let him be well aware of his own worth and 
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moral dignity. Let him yield in meGk reverence to any 
^-iaer or wortluer than hi', so long as he acconls no 
veneration to tlie splendour of his apparel, the lusury 
of his food, the multitude of his flatterers and slaves. 
It is because, mankind, ye vahie and seek the empty 
pageaiitiy of wealth and social power, that ye are 
enslaved to its possessions. Decrease your physical 
waiita ; learn to live, so far as nourishment and siielter 
are concerned, like the beast of tlie forest and the birds 
of the air ; ye will need not to complain, that other indi- 
viduals of yonr species are surrounded hy the diseases 
of luxury and tlie vices of subserviency and oijpression." 
With all tlioae who arc tndy wise, tliere will be an 
entire community, not only of tlioughts and feelings, 
but also of external possessions. Insomuch, therefore, 
as ye live [wisely], ye may enjoy the community of 
whatsoever benefits arise fi-om the inventions of civilized 
life. They are of value only for purposes of mental 
power; they are of value only as they are capable of 
being shared and apphed to the common advantage of 
philosophy; and, if there be no love among men, whatf 
ever institutions they may frame must he subservient to 
the same purpose — to the continuance of inequality. If 
there be no love among men, it is best tliat he who sees 
through the hollowness of theu- professions should fly 
from their society, and suffice to his own soul. In 
wisdom, he will thus lose nothing ; in power, he will gain 
everything. In proportion to the love existing among 
men, so will be the community of property and power. 
Among true and real friends, all is common; and, were 
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ignorance and envy and superstition banished from the 
world, all mankind would be friends. The only perfect 
and genuine republic is that which comprehends every 
living being. Those distinctions which liave been arti- 
ficially set up, of nations, societies, families, and religions, 
are only general names, expressmg the abhorrence and 
contempt with wliich men blindly consider their fellow- 
men. I love my country; I love the city in wliich I 
was bom, my parents, my wife, and the children of my 
care ; and to tliis city, tliis woman, and this nation, it is 
incumbent on me to do all the benefit in my power. 
To what do these distinctions point, but to an evident 
denial of tlie duty which hmnanity imposes on you, of 
doing every possible good to every individual, imder 
whatever denomination he may be comprehended, to 
whom you have the power of doing it ? You ought to 
love all mankind; nay, every individual of mankind^ 
You ought not to love the individuals of your domestic 
circle less, but to love tliose who exist beyond it more. 
Once make the feelings of confidende and of affection 
rmiversal, and the distinctions of property and power 
will vanish ; nor are they to be abolished without sub- 
stituting something equivalent in mischief to them, until 
all mankind shall acknowledge an entire community of 
rights. 

But, as the shades of night are dispelled by the faintest 
glimmerings of dawn, so shall the minutest progress of 
the benevolent feelings disperse, in some degree, the 
gloom of tyranny, and [curb the] ministers of mutual 
suspicion and abhorrence. Your physical wants are few. 
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wMist tliose of yoiir mind and heart camiot be numbered 
or described, from tlieir mnltitude and complication. To 
secitre tlie gratification of the fonner, you have made 
yourselves the bond-alaves of eacli other. 

They have cultivated these meaner wants to so great 
an excess as to judge notliing so valuable or desirable 
[as] what relates to their gratification. Hence has ai'isen 
a system of passions wliich loses sight of the end they 
were originally awakened to attain. Fame, power, and 
gold, are loved for tlieir own sakes — are worshipped with 
a blind, liabitual idolatry. The pageantry of empire, 
luid the fame of irresistible might, are contemplated by 
the possessor with unmeaning complacency, without a 
retrospect to the properties wliich first made him con- 
sider them of value. It is from die cultivation of the 
most contemptible jiroperties of human nature that dis- 
cortl and torpor and uidiflerence, by wliich the moral 
universe is disordered, essentially depend. So long as 
these are the ties by wliich human society is connected, 
let it not be adniitteil that tliej are fragile. 

Before man can be tiree, and equal, and truly wise, he 
must cast aside the chains of habit ajid superstition ; he 
must strip sensuality of its pomp, ainl selfishness of its 
excuses, and contemplate actions and objects as they 
really are. He will discover the wisdom of universal 
love; he will feel the meanness and the injustice of 
sacrificing the reason and the hberty of his fellow-men 
to the indulgence of his physical appetites, and becoming 
a party to tlieir degradation by the consummation of hia 
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Sucli, with those differences ouly incidental to the age 
and state of society in which they wens promulgated, 
appear to have heen the doctrines of Jesus Christ. It 
is not to<j much to assert that they have been the doc- 
trines of every just and compassionate mind that ever 
speculated on the sticial nature of man. The dogma of 
the equftHty of mankind has been advocated, witli various 
success, in different ages of the woHd. It was imper- 
fectly undarstood, but a tind of instmct in its favour 
influenced considerably the practice of ancient Grreece 
and Rome. Attempts t«> establish usages founded on 
this dogma have been made in modem Europe, in several 
instances, since the revival of literature and the arts. 
Rousseau has vindicated this opinion witli all the elo- 
quence of sincere and earnest faith j and is, perhaps, the 
philosophei- among the modems who, in the structore of 
his feelings and understanding, resembles most nearly 
the mysterious sage of Jndea. It is impossible to read 
those passionate words in which Jesus Christ upbraids 
the pusillanimity and sensuality of mankind, without 
being strongly reminded of the more connectetl and 
systematic enthusiasm of Eousseau. " No man," says 
Jesus Clu-ist, " can ser\'e two masters. Take, tlierefiire, 
no thought for to-morrow, for the morrow shall take 
thought for the things of itself. Sufficient unto the day 
is the evil thereof." If we would profit hy the wisdom 
of a sublime and poetical mind, we must beware of the 
vulgar error of interprethig literally every expression it 
employs. Nothing can well be more remote from truth 
than the hteral and strict construction of such expres- 
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sions as Jesus Clirist delivers, or tlian [to imagiue that] 
it were best for man that lie should abandou all liis 
aequiremeuts iu physical and intellectual science, and 
tlepend on the spontaneous productions of nature for 
his subsistence. Nothing is more obviously false tliau 
tliat the remedy for the inequality among men consists 
iu tlieir return to the condition of savages and beasts. 
Pliiloaa])liy will never be understood if we approach tlie 
study of its mysteries with so narrow and illiberal con- 
ceptions of its uuiversality. Rousseau certainly did not 
mean to persuade the immense population of liis country 
to abandon all the arts of life, destroy their habitations 
and their temples, and become the inhabitants of the 
woods. He addressed tlie m(«t enlightened of his com- 
patriots, and endeavoured to persuade them to set the 
example of a pure and simple life, by placing in the 
strongest point of view Ida conceptions of the calamitous 
and diseased aspect which, overgrown as it is with tlie 
vices of sensuality and selfishness, is exliibited by civi- 
lized society. Nor can it be believed that Jesus Clirist 
endeavoured to prevail on the inhabitants of Jerusalem 
neither to till their fields, nor to frame a shelter against 
the sky, nor to provide food for tlie morrow. He simply 
exposes, with the passionate rhetoric of enthusiastic loi'e 
towards all human beings, tlic miseries and mischiefs of 
tliat system which makes all things subservient to tlie 
subsistence of the material frame of man. He warns 
them that no man can serve two masters — God and 
Mammon; tliat it is impossible at once to lie high- 
minded and just and wise, and to comply with the 
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accustomed forms of human society, seek power, wealth, 
or empire, eitlier jfrom tlie idolatry of habit, or as tlie 
direct instruments of sensual gratification. He instructs 
them that clothing and food and shelter are not, as they 
suppose, tlie true end of human Kfe, but only certain 
means, to be valued in proportion to their subsen^ieiicy 
to that end. These means it is the right of every human 
being to possess, and that in the same degree. In this 
respect, the fowls of the air and the lilies of tlie field are 
examples for the imitation of mankind. They are 
clothed and fed by the Universal God. Permit, there- 
fore, tlie Spirit of this benignant Principle to visit your 
intellectual fi'ame, or, in other words, become just and 
pure. When you understand tlie degree of attention 
which the requisitions of your physical natm'e demand, 
you will perceive how little labour suffices for their satis- 
faction. Your Heavenly Father knoweth you have need 
of these things. The universal Harmony, or Keason, 
which makes your passive fi'ame of thought its dwelluig, 
in proportion to the purity and majesty of its nature will 
instruct you, if ye are willing to attain that exalted con- 
dition, in what manner to possess aU the objects neces- 
sary for your material subsistence. All men are [im- 
pelled] to become thus pure and happy. All men are 
called to participate in the community of Nature's gifts. 
The man who has fewest bodily wants approaches nearest 
to the Divine Nature. Satisfy these wants at the cheapest 
rate, and expend the remaining energies of your nature 
in the attainment of virtue and knowledge. The mighty 
frame of the wonderful and lovely world is the food of 
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your contempliition, and living beings who resembk^ 
your own nature, and are l)ound to you by similarity' of 
sensations, are destinecl to be tlie nutriment of yonr 
afl'ection; united, tliey are tlie consuinraation of tlie 
widest hopes your mind can contain. Ye can ex])und 
thus uo labour on inecbaniam consecrated in luxury aud 
pride. How abundant will not be youi- progress in all 
that truly ennobles and extends human nature ! By ren- 
dering yourselves thus worthy, ye will be as free in your 
imaginations as tlie swift aud many-coloured fowls of the 
air, and as beautiful in pure simplicity as tJio lilies of tlie 
field. In proportion aa mankind becomes wise — yes, in 
exact proportion to tliat wisdom — should be the extinction 
of the unequal system imder which they now subsist. 
Government is, in fact, tlie mere badge of their depra- 
\'it>-. They are so little aware of tlie inestimable benefits 
of mutual love as to indulge, without tliougbt, and 
almost without motive, in the worst excesses of selfish- 
ness and malice. Hence, without graduating human 
society into a scale of empire and subjection, its very 
existence has become impossible. It is necessary tliat 
tiniveraal benevolence should supersede the regulations 
of precedent and prescription, before these regulations 
can safely he abolished. Meanwhile, their very subsist- 
ence depends on the system of injustice and violence 
which they have been devised to palliate. They suppose 
men endowed with the power of deliberating and deter- 
mining for their equals ; wliilst these men, as frail and as 
ignorant as tlie multitude whom they rule, possess, as a 
practical consequence of this power, the right which they 
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of necessity exercise to prevent (togetlier with their own) 
the physical mid moral and intellectual nature of oil 
mankind. 

It is the object of wisdom to equalise the distinctions 
on wliich this power depends, by exhibiting in their 
proper worthlessness the objects, a contention concerning 
wiiich renders its existence a necessary evil. The evil, 
infect, is virtually abolished wherever _?t«iw;e is practised; 
and it is abolished in precise proportion to the prevalence 
of true virtue. 

The whole frame of human tilings is infected by an 
insidious poison. Hence it is that man is blind in his 
understanding, coiTupt in liis moral sense, and diseased 
in his physical functions. The wisest and most sublime 
of the ancient poets saw this truth, and embodied their 
conception of its value in retrospect to the earliest ages 
of mankind. They represented equality as the reign 
of Saturn, and taught that mankind had gradually 
degenerated from the virtue which enabled them to 
enjoy or maintain this happy state. Their doctrine 
■was philosophicallv false. Later and more correct 
obse^^■atio^s have instructed us that uncivilised man is 
the most pernicious and miserable of beings, and that 
the violence and injustice, which are the genuine indi- 
cations of real inequality, obtain in tlie society of these 
beings without palliation. Their imaginations of a 
happier state of human society were referred, in truth, 
to the Saturnian period; they ministered, indeed, to 
thoughts of desjiondency and sorrow. But they were 
the children of airy hope — the prophets aud parents of 
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man's futurity, Man was once as a wild beast ; lie has 
become a moralist, a metaphysician, a poet, anil an 
astronomer. Lucretius or Virgil might have referred 
the comparison to themselves ; and, as a proof of the 
progress of the nature of man, challenged a comparison 
with the caimibals of Scythia.* The experience of the 
ages which have intervened between the present period 
and that in which Jesus Christ taught, tends to prove 
his doctrine, and to illustrate theirs. There is more 
equality because there Is more justice, and there is 
more justice because there is more universal know- 
ledge. 

To the accomplishment of such mighty hopes were 
tlie ^ews of Jesns Christ extended; such did he, 
believe to be the tendency of his doctrines — the aboli- 
tion of artificial distinctions among mankind, so far as 
the love which it becomes all human beings to bear 
towai'ds each other, and the knowledge of truth from 
which that love wiU never fail to be produced, avail 
to tlieir destruction. A young man came to Jesus 
Christ, struck by the miraculous dignity and simplicity 
of his character, and attracted by the words of power 
which he uttered. He demanded to be considered as 
one of the followers of his creed. " Sell all that thou 
hast," replied the philosopher; "give it to the poor, 
and follow me." But the young man had large posses- 
sions, and he went away sorrowing. 

The system of equality was attempted, after Jesus 

* JesBi Christ roreoaw wbat tb« poeta letroepectirelj imagiiied. 
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Christ's deatli, to be carried into effect by liis followers. 
•* They that believed had all things in common ; they 
feold their possessions and goods, and parted them to 
all men, as every man had need ; and they continued 
daily with one accoixl in the temple, and, breaking bread 
from house to house, did eat their meat with gladness 
and singleness of heart" {ActSy ch. 2.) 

The practical application of the doctrines of strict 
justice to a state of society established in its contempt, 
was such as might have been expected. After the 
transitory glow of enthusiasm had faded from the minds 
of men, precedent and habit resumed their empire ; tliey 
broke like an imiversal deluge on one shrinking and 
solitary island. Men to whom birth had allotted ample 
possession looked with complacency on simiptuous apart- 
ments and luxurious food, and those ceremonials of 
delusive majesty which surround the tlu'one of power 
and the court of wealth. Men, from whom these tilings 
were withheld by their condition, began again to gaze 
witli stupid envy on pernicious splendour; and, by 
desiring the false greatness of another's state, to sacrifice 
the intrinsic dignity of their own; The demagogues 
of the infant republic of the Christian sect, attaining, 
through eloquence or artifice, to influence amongst its 
members, first violated (under the pretence of watching 
over their integrity) the institutions established for the 
common and equal benefit of alL These demagogues 
artftdly silenced the voice of the moral sense among 
them by engaging them to attend, not so much to tlie 
cultivation of a virtuous and happy life in this mortal 
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scene, as to the attainment of a fortunate condition after 
deatli ; not so much to the consideration of those raeans 
by which the state of man is adorned and improved, 
as an inquiry into the secrets of tlie connexion between 
God and the world — things which, they well knew, 
were not t« be explained, or even to be conceived. 
The system of equality which they established neces- 
sarily fell to the ground, because it is a system that 
must result from, rather than precede, the moral im- 
provement of human kind. It was a circumstance of 
no moment that the first adherents of the system of 
Jesus Christ cast theu- property into a common stock. 
The same degree of real community of property could 
have subsisted without this formality, which served only 
to extend a temptation of dishonesty to the treasurers 
of so considerable a patrimony. Every man, in pro- 
portion to his virtue, considers himself, with respect 
to the great community of mankind, as the steward 
and guardian of their interests in the property which 
he chances to possess. Every man, in proportion t« 
his wisdom, sees the manner in which it is his duty to 
employ the resources which the consent of mankind has 
intrusted to his discretion. Such is the [annihilation] of 
the unjust inequality of powers and conditions existing ' 
in the world ; and so gradually and inevitably is the 
progress of equality accommodated to the progress of 
wisdom and of virtue among mankind. 

Meanwhile, some benefit has not failed to flow from 
the imperfect attempts which have been made to erect 
a system of equal rights to property and power upon 
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the basis of arbitrary institations. They have undoubt- 
edly^ in every case, from the instability of their forma- 
tion^ fidled. Still, they constitute a record of those 
epochs at which a true sense of justice suggested itself 
to the understandings of men, so that they consented to 
forego all the cherished delights of luxury, all ihe 
habitual gratifications arising out of the possession or 
the expectation of power, all the superstitions with 
which the accumulated authority of ages had made 
them dear and venerable. They are so many trophies 
erected in the enemy's land, to mark the limits of the 
victorious progress of tmA and justice. 

Jesus Christ did not fiul to advert to the 
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■■ The DiiroMB wlrhwtijch »<«■ BsrttneBn 1]u ■■ — ■■ — - -■ ■■- •- " " ' 



^'Sut ruM^ autde 



Life in Tuscany. 

With Tu}o 






■Ivfln □■ In till* TPlune Jk 
ID VDi- pranirt iton oT hai 



try T^Hbl&'iiddltlDii 
ji tr9apt."—Literorjf 



By Mabel Shabman CuiwroRD. 

UPS, Post Sno. price lOs. 6d. cloth. 



Social Innovators and their Schemes. By 
William Ltjcas Sahgakt, Author of " The Science of 

Social Opulence," &c. 



■e \0s.6d. cloth. 









SMITH, ELDEH AJJTD CO. 

NEW PUBLICATIONS— c(m(inwe<i. 

Christianity in India. By John Willum Kayk, 
Author of " Life of Lord Metcalfe," &c. 

Bbo, price 16s., chth. 

'*'4r.KunhHWrittei1 AtilHtDr^nfthBdevelDTt- Ki^e 1ft Dot onlr nunt iQaCrDDHre rrom hll fnmL' 
tDr^ChrUtlariLt^la Ladl& t»y all lu^ngqiiclea ll&rll^wtthaUiiciDtH of OK^a, baE ha ant nnd 

mnentpoiiiMa' 

..iTewehidUiB, . 

B ftul^Uinl book,"—* eniing Chfi^wlr, 

.Hong Kong to Manilla. By Henht T. Ellis, R,N. 

r Fnw* S™, wi(A Fourieffli lUustrationa, price Ua. cloth. 

^mhu .tilorun ESt'iTiHaii «nd"^ ifoTnour' "nlfprBUW Iws Blv™ m Hin [liTblio a mo.t TiJu- 
"TlieiimUioraiaRilieoiijMtoriha «uiiior, ,v™ n/SrinwM." "'' " " 

The Vital Statistics of the European and 

Native Armies in India. By Joseph Ewabt, M.D., 
Bengal Medical Service, 

Demy Sue, price 9t. ctolA. 

"^^A Lady a Escape from Gwalior, during the 

Mutinies of 1857. By Mrs. CooPLAMD. 

Post 8ro, price 10s. %d. 
Md. nnnTnlBhed tula. toM li lliB almplut I ■' Tba narlt or Itila IkkIi la Ibi tnitlL . . . li 
...I'h^tj^tikliiiibleiisa cnntrinallno lathe I b; Builliliiiieii wlUuul emoclou."— Eiualiur. 
UHuryoTUieglTilltiLUimrebiiUiua."— JU.naaii. I 

New Zealand and its Colonization. By Willlam 

SWAINSON, Esq. Hems S"", P'""* •■<«■. "fc**- 
" Tbia ka the moil coai^ilaTB •■lid ODiapTTberrtlvtt | qpeitlciu or ooloninl admLdlitrAdOfl."— IfOTHflv 
Hcoiinb4rihe9'<lrml«atloiibrNe«£anliind wbleh Chronlele- 
hM>atb»"laWbelo« thnpiiblto-"— GJoba. " Mr. flvmlnaon'a "olTiiDa abouDda wlrh Intor- 

The Life of J. Deacon Hume, Esq., late 
Secretary to the Board of Trade. By tlie Rev. Chables 

BaDHAU. Pott Sod, prict Of,, chlk. 

^A mvxv^ p1»e oT bbwraplUa] iiuTMtTB.1 Inmr Woman, pBouUiirij Aill or befeallea, uid 
7aBlnHtamBdaaBBelBDt1onalBdDatTvtn«aaRh.j panUUilrfrBBlnnfftulta^'^-.^llija. 
tfoni of It gnaafui itylB utd ■ alBoits bbaf furl caHBdlanSiKmBajUd Unt ttaa panlobiii4ra of 



"WORKS rxJDr,I9IIEI> B"ir ■ 

NEW PUBLICATIONS- conrin««f. 

The Life of Charlotte Bronte. (CnBHEE Bell.) 
Autuor of "Jake Etbb," "Shihley," "Villettb," &c. 
By Mbs. Gaskell, Author of " North and South," &c. 

Fourth Edition, Fevuid, One Volame, a^ilh a Portrait of Misi BrontS and 

a Viea of Bamorth Parionagt. Price 7i.Sd,; morocco elegant, IM. 

" '~ " T woFliJDiiDthlp dlsre^nrd evpTf tetnpuBloiiwUeh InLflUeet thnn 



Lbli ejornotdlruvT n 



».s 






Bf modflmllFB."— M^efaffir. 
" Mn. OuksU liu pnjdaiHd oni a 

pcmned oT the hl^iut luLBlIectual 

Sermons. By the late Rev. Fhed. W. RobbbtsoNj A.M., 

Incuiuhent of Trinity Chapel, Brighton. 

FIRST SERIES— SijtA Edition, Post Him, price 9«. clolk. 

SECOND SEEIES— Fi/ii Editivn, price 9j. cloth. - 

THIRD SERIES— JVrarfA Edition, Post Svo, with Portrait, price B». cloth. 

Krunil of our TBVlerB. Tiuai wiu And Id tAom 
DDglit of B rue ILnd beantlM deMription. h 



..|.'1lS« 






The Oxford Museum, By Henry W. Aclanb, M.D., 
and John Ruskin, A.M. 

Post BfD, tBilh Three IBuslratioHs, price 2s. Si dolh. 

Lectures and Addresses on Literary and Social 
Topics. By the late Rev. Fbed. W. Robertson, of 

Brighton. 

Post Buo, price 7s. 6d. cloth. 



r 



JuiUj and ta nldolj populir. Thej 

Ihe tame esrneBt, Llbo^ (p^rit, Ihi 

_ -_.. ..>e of lri.in.lhe mod elonuonoe. tls wtda 

giopBtlir. jtnd BlPBJetins of pmpoae."— £d^B-ar> 



Qlch U WM nnfuldlnff he 






smith:, elder ant> co. 

NEW" PUBLICATIONS— cofi(mM,i. 
Gunnery in 1858: a Treatise on Rijles, Cannon, 

and Sporting Arms. By William GreeneRj Author of 
"The Gnn." 

Dentj/ Svo, teich lUvtraliimt, price \<i., dolh. 






■or£a^^4t imo' 



pupuUr Htr[fl,"^f7fiU«d 



Phantasies: a Faerie Momance for Men and 
Women. By Georoe MacDosald, Author of " Within 

and Without" Post Sro, price \0t. %d. chth. 



at tentliafum tmi briaht aoLti 
" 'iniMitBJtm ' rrlll be nul ftn 



iH wDDM DDov q nnuKC wiu Hetn. 
>H KnapUoB ar iha uuni HBoHDni d 
, wl(b iiDOKlit, ud vukUni truUi. 

Ill in FBflt K HTKblft-^B ■iMgDTJ of hi 



The Education of the Human Race. Now 

first Translated from the German of Lessihs. 

Fcap. Svo, anligut cloth, price 4s. 
%* Tbis remarkable work is now first published in Eagliali. 

'iB ■cnmble i»nd aowlug trftnulntlon dIoub i "ThJalnrkliublo^JUt." — Critic. 
LHnLbK'ifiDBit JtabUrt."— ^dfufHoja^rvip. " Allttiebwhmim jo-oat luhlHrt utdon^whlQll 

■TlH' Emm mrtei J'ljJJJ' B*" I" I" BMlUh tn Its ilaji. MMloa no •LlgBtUillaoniHupi.n Bur»i 

lomely Ballads for tht 

Fireside. By Mart Sewell. 

tliT - - 

■^Z^iIS^ .^^^^ _^^,^ ^ ^^^ ^^^^ ^^ ^^ ^^ 

y!fte Endowed Schools of Ireland. By Hasbibt 

MABTlNEin. Stt), 3i. 6cf., c?o</i, boards. 

Esmond. By W. M. Thackebat, Esq. 

A Ntm Edition, bting the T/iird, in One Vniami!, CroiOH Biw, pries 61. clot/i, 

'^1 'lS^t^MM'i!^i"t^t^ bWbHf 



Working Man's 

Sevenll Thousand. FiMi Svo, chth. One Shilting. 



binfnutiiDvuulatnxluoIliin b> 'Tba Vlr- 
tUdlBJa*? ibltqnJtglmpoHlbleftiUjrhiuQ'lerHt&uil 
iaAtukvUk* Ub0 tforr wllboul m knowMn 
or-BooDl.- Tb« »• *f«" " ", llw."""?" 






-WORKS I*1JBI.ISH:Er> BV 

KEW WORKS ON INDIA AND THE EAST. 

Dedicaled bg permission to tlie Itight Hon. Loid Stankg, Secretary of Slalt 

Indian Scenes and Characters, Sketched 

from Life. By Prince Alexis Solttkoff. 

Sixteen Ftattsin Tinted Liliiograpks, ailh Deaeriplioni. Edited by 



Personal Adventures during the Indian Rebel- 

lion, in Hohilcrmd, Fulkghur, and Oude. By W. 
Edtvaeds, Esq., B.C.S. 

Foarlh Edition. Fast Bud, price 6s. chtk. 
IneMmU. tuar-tmadUi 'wapK I emutlon. He »ll> hl» •torrwllh UniiliiilD and 



rinRslmrat Inpr^ftlt mMlJiJ 



'Kf^ 






The Chaplains Narrative of the Siege of 
Delhi. By the Rev. J. E. W. Eottok, Chaplain to 
the Delhi Field Force. 

Foil Bod, aiOt a Plan of the City and Siege Works, price \0s. 6rf, cloth. 



\X H Bapt^uaomft of thw p«l-iODiBl 
>} \hr nnflTttanfllng -^Atkmmum- 
'nuuilDAnDnliuiiLrtdlgfanHupeobj 









eBITnil^BrjropQtatloun'Ulclll.asjQlAppBived," 



The CHsis in the Punjab. By Fredeeicz H. Coopee, 
Esq., C.S., Umritsir. 

Post Svo, arith Map, price 7s. 6(/. cloth. 



SMITTT. ELUEK Ji-ND CO. 



Eight Months' Campaign against the Bengal 

Sepoys, during the Mutiny, 1857. By Colonel Geokob 
BopECHiEK, C.B., Bengal Horse Artillery. 

With Plans. Post Sua, price 7». 6rf. cloth. 



;'sKe^^7f 



t rurgretfiiiiiesi or hK h 
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Narrative of the Mission from, the Governor- 
General of India to the Court of Ava in 1855. With 
Notices of tlie Country, Government, and People. By 
Captain Henry Yule. Bengal Engineers. 

Imperial Svo, ailh 2i Plalea (12 co'oured), SO Woodcvis, and 4 Maps. Elegantly 
bound in cloth, tnith gilt edges,price 21. ISj. Sd. 



mtMtn, ud buotUul In lUr" " 

i'f&ff 

onuHtloniv 



I'Ji-'SSl 



ta. faU, ud tmnlBDcu h 
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lngi.Mi»d«Jl7orihe»nllqalti8«. are not onlj 
».rli^ui In thBOUBLvBfl, but lor tLe apeciilfUilciiim 
UfT "II4I1 1X[» q* to DT^n at tha BurmeaB it^La, 

■^oS^ TbIs, to Aapngnntlini nf the 'fi^tii 



cSMt'KVlUMffluMDM^Sfc'^^^d'mtSr.""' 



The Autobiography of Lutfullah, a Mohame- 

dan Gentleman, with an Atxount of his Visit to England. 
Edited by E. B. Eastwick, Esq. 

Third Edition, Small Post iso. Price Ss. clotk. 



^Bfulnh, howBTflr HtntiM, bn ot :«n iDtwaat 
ihiiii Us Titws wd (Hrinwn*- ThB ant i^Lbdi 
lUabotu liiilfiuiul, Uis Dthtn linn lit CO lu 

•D^HtDuldia kBowa lUi •■Isctda nOuBu."— 




KSM 



m aurHodd IbTtuiHt to tncet w 
every cnuADf bslng ■ nuwt gi 



r^^zir, 



otm ladfayTntlegU <i dt fm- 
1a Uf t va Don^dn LntmUnA'a 



It Mw iauTa hwladUMiou tf A ahunglir 

'sl^eA'SfiEs;;^;;:^:^'^^:?^ 

tonor the UI« ud iKSiiiEn^fiK BlM.St£ 



iCUewUin^ . , - EveiTfl 
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■ ■WOKEB PITBLISITBD BY ■ 

NEW" WORKS ON INDIA AND THE EAST— 

Ctmtinasii. 

Life and Correspondence of Lord Metcalfe. 

By John William Kate. 

New and Cheap Edition, in 3 VoU., Small PosIBbo, mtik Portrait, price 12*. cfort. 




^)u ofas moat t^aSBr UocoiitdH of tiia 






mllunni la uBod u flxMniM 



lD0t1«[ butthOFA 
npnbUnllaii. It 



77ie Life and Correspondence of Sir John 
Malcolm, G.C.B. By John William Kate. 

7^0 Valameii, Suo. With Portrait. Price 3ts. cloth. 



sS 



MoenolIT 1 



iMnt^^ 01 



wt dDBBFTH taputla1wl€lrithapo 

I. Kayeiu nged nia mweiffia well, uid 
BOAD iD^refltlD^ paniktlt^ «I^^U4^ lU 



" TliDroTuiUj wneaUs 






■buoeft oontrtbatffm 
iHde BDgliHid sra'^'^ritith QiiBr- 



7%e Parsees: their History, Religion, Manners, 

. and Customs, By Dosabhoy Framjee. 

Post 8uo, price 10s. e7o(A, 



ff.'^ 






Suggestions Towards the Future Government 

of India. By Habkiet Mabtikead. 

Second Edition. Demy 8™, price 5s. cloth. 



British Rule in India. By Harhiet Maetisbad. 

"ixth Thousand. Price 2s. 6rf. cfol*. 



A good MTUpaoitllUI] 



SBIITH, ELUBK AJNU CO. 

NEW WORKS OS INDIA AND THE EAST- 



The Defence of Lucknow: a Staff-Officer's Durt. 

By Capt. Thos. F. Wn-sos, 13tli Bengal N. I., Assistant- 

Adj utant-General, 

Sixth JTioamnd. Willi Plan of the Beaidmcy. Small pest 6bo., price 2s. 6d. 

" Unwldrnvd BDd Himnle, tha BtDiT l<. neverihe- I the DalurflnrtbiktDhitewauiidooiiteHt, upon the 

lM*d *n elottnent unft. Ttdfl ia & nutrAbv* nat 10 1 rMIUtufwIilfllitlierfcleorthabolEapwredanfTlnni 






Tiger- Shooting in India. By LisnTENAST William 
Rice, 25th Bombay N. I. 

Super Roj/iil 8(to. With Tweice Plates in Chroma-lithographs. S\i. cloth. 






The Commerce of India with .Europe, and its 
Political Effects. By B. A. Ieting, Esq. 

Post 8ro, price Is. Zd. cloth. 
"Mr. irrtniTiworiiUthsiof B mm thnrrjnglilr I bonh otiKepnuroHandrtctMitnaBBotBoropoMi 
nraed In Ilia galdHl. HUH UBtorlosI tiBDiT- I Emje wltti In^a,"— SMomniif. 

Views and Opinions of Brigadier-General 
Jacob, C.B. Edited by Captain Lewis Pbllt. 
Demy %bo, price lis. cloth. 



■noh elperieDM »ad authorlU' lUey w 4uulily 
YklnHbEs. And Dwrit tha DauiidAnnon oT iee^- 
JUon mi poUHai™."— o™ 
" Tin IHU in tbll ] 



jTth lookln* at 



3l3»uSEi>«reKtS* — -"'■- "-- -™ 



r^™.'^ 
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Papers of the late Lord Metcalfe. Selected and 

Edited by J. W. Kate. Demy evo, price 16«. cloth. 

llh* to ItnUy SlaiB cnpen. id whiuh the pnclicBl Nulndlui Ubmr Aould be wllboul n."—PriH, ' 
ittm of ft Duu Dl tbe wDTld ii iiliati to tbo 1 

The Life of Mahomet and History of Islam to 

the jEra of the Hegira. By William irfoiH, Esq., Bengal 
Civil Service. Too aJmug Svo, price 32*. cloth. 

^^S,S^S«^.ota,rl^r^^^^^l»^;^- ^ hi^JW pretends iJfiMSricJ'imwiSjM." 



■^voEKis njnai-rsiTED by ■ 

ME. RUSKIN'S WORKS ON ART. 
The Two Paths: being Lectures on Art, and 

its relation to Manufactures and Decoration. 

One Volume, Crown 8vo, u-ilh Tiro Sted Engraningi, price 7«. 6d. cloth. 



win iiisidDtiiAiiT Bnu hii nani i 
Ihe ot\KT nU) dnnWtaM hi* wm 



.•^itSJuS 






Notes on the Picture Exhibitions of 1859. 

FiJIh Thousand. Price (hie SkUling. 

Lectures on Architecture and Painting. 

Witii Fourleen CuCa, drawn by the Aulhor, Se<KBd Edition, Ctovik Bve. 
thrice as. 6d. ctolk 
I ridiculing 






X%1. 



Tl^"^ 



Modern Painters, Vol. IV. On Mountain 

Beauty. 

Imperial Svo, tcilh Tkirbf-fict Illuatrations engraved on Steel, and 
116 Woodcala, draion iy cTie Aulhor. Price 2L 10s. clol/i. 



Modem Painters, Vol. III. Oj Many Things. 



UndBODifllliliigllifl 






nd i be la luitleulably t|riw11i»l In 
^one of tbfl flnt initan of '^ 



Qiuirlerlv Rmno. 

Modern Painters. Vols. I, and II. 
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Th1*woiJiiieTdnBnLhrftupe*tl¥o. rnU dF 









SMITTT, ELDER AND CO- 
WORKS OF MR. RVSKIN— continued. 



The Stones of Venice. 

Complete in Three VoIumes, 



Vol. L THE FOTraDATIONS, with 31 Plates, price 21. 2s. 2nd Edition. 
Vo). U. THE SEA STOHIES, with 20 Plates, price 2l. 2a. 
Vol ni. THE FALL, with 12 Plates, price II. Il«. 6rf. 



tmmA."-s 

The Seven Lamps of Architecture. 

Second Edition, with Fovrteen Plates draum by the Authi 
Price II. \s. cloth. 



l«t,wlwirDlllddwrv«tfaalinbi6 na potHJolui, i uftbe vorpHUnnd buvlneit oTarlvUid BUDb a 
uoenmmUit.iM'ltvliifl. wUlflnillnltaoiMeium omQmuii officii uid vowlDg lftDgiii|R«, thid H 



The Political Economy of Art. Price 2s. 6d. cloth. 
The Elements of Drawing. 

Sixth Thousand. Crown 8vo. Willi lUaatmtiofii drauin by the Author. 
Price la. Bd., elvlli. 









A Portrait of John Rushin, Esq., Engraved by 
F. HoLL, from a Drawing by Georqe Richmond. 

FrittU, One Guinta; India Proofs, Two Guineas. 



■WOKICS FTTBLISHEIJ BT" 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



ANNALS OF BRITISH LEGIS- 
LATION, A Ct-ASaiFIBD SCMMART 
Of PAllH*lIKP<TAar Papess. El. 

by Professor Leosb Levi. The 
yearly iisne conaiBts of 1,000 pages, 
•oper royal 8vo, and the Subscrip- 
tion is Two Guineas, payable in 
advance. The Twenty-oinlh Part 
is juaC issued, commcnciug the 
Third Year's Issue. Volumes L to 
I?, may be had, price 41. 4s. cloth. 
*im4»th»iirtii.iri»5»,ii»!nwii,«»ii«m* m 

. ._— W lOr (Iw HUtB duHu auh 

WV » BUBbHT AeHTlptlon Otffwy 

.. ■ AbbM o( UU tU*1 Jkrta oantBiuea 

nit Sa iHoHLudafaL dacnmuu 

.— 10 Uu plUlUa baiLDBH Pf tha BanDtry. 

afm win n™, irhflo leBsnttHU of men lUii. 

w m^Uued Id Iti old hb u aMj and iia 



n nwdr lOr nBml^nnBm, vtallt It 
tl» F B— rob or oibn vboH utfaiysi 



CAPTIVITY OF RUSSIAN 
PRINCESSES IN SHAMIL'S 
SERACLIO. Translated from the 
Rusaiao, by C. S. EdwarI)8. With 
an Butlientic Portrait of Shamil, a 
Planof hisHouse.andaMap. Post 
Svo, price lOs. 6d, cloth, 

fa l a j ta tln g. II ki 4 r«Bimoe of ttao Cam 
^■oaWt^tt^lnllMlloiuaarB^mll I 
MB BM^u"l^acaMiB Br. 

"neatoiTtsoBrtaliiiroEu of the moit oi 
wo bBTO n«; II oanlotofl tho beat popular 
^ Um KwUppUD of BliamU and tbe mam 



SHARPPS HISTORIC NOTES OH 
THE OLD AND NEW TESTA- 
MENT. Third and Hevised Edition. 
Post 8vo, price 7». cloth. 



ELUS'S (WILLIAM; REUCION IN 
COMMON LIFE. Post Sto, price 
7». 6rf. cloth. 






PARISH'S (CAPT. A.) SEA 
O^ICER'S MANUAL. Second 
Edition, Small Post Sro, price 5s. 
cloth. 



ANTIQUITIES OF KERTCH. 

AND KeBE ARCHES IN THE ClK- 

HCBIAN BospnoRua. By Duinun 
McPhebson, M.D., of the Madras 
Army, F.RG-S., M.A.I. Imp. 4to, 
Tith Fourtceu Plates and numerooa 
niueCrationa, inclnding Eight 
Coloured Fac-Similes of Relics t^ 
Antiqne Art, price Two Guinea! 



WESTQARTH'S VICTORIA, 

AKD THE AdSTRALIAW GotD UlKBS 

IN 1857. Po8t8vo,withM 
10s. Gd. cloth. 

it^arth baa PI 




TAULER'S LIFE AND SERMONS. 

Translated by Miss Susansa Wnra- 
woBiH. With a Preface by the 
Eev. CHAJti,EB KiKGSLET. Small. 
4to, printed on Tinted Paper, and 
bound in Antique Style, with red 
edges, suitable for a Preieiit. 
Price 7». Gd. 




SMITH, EUDEK A.lsrD CO. 



MISCELLANEOUS— cowimwed. 



QHANDLESS'S VISIT TO SALT 
LAKE : BBiva a Jodrjiet' Acaoss 
THE Plains to thb Hobuon 
Settlbubnis AT Utah, PustSvo, 
with a Map, price 2a. 6d. cloCh. 




OOUBLEDAVS LIFE OF SIR 
ROBERT PEEL. Two Tolumcs, 
8 TO, price 18s. clotli. 






CAYLEY'S EUROPEAN REVOLU- 
TIONS OF 1848. CrowQ 8vo, 
price 6s. cloth. 



BUHSEN'S (CHEVALIER) SIGNS 
OF THE TIMES ; oh, Th£ Dan- 
gees TO ReLIOWUS LlBEHTY IN 

THK Pbesunt Day. Translated by 
Min n Suai»iiA WiNKwoHTH. One 
Tolume, 8yo, price B». cloth. 

hli oonolrj bnl Id ChHitonfloin. bj Hiandlni in 

THE COURT OF HENRY VIII. : 

BEiNQ A Selection or the 
Dbbfatchbs of Sebastian Gitis- 
tinian, Venetian Ambasbaiiob, 
19IS-1519. TraoHlatccl by Raw- 
noKBaowH. TwoTols.,ccQwn8yo, 
price 2U. cloth. 

U npndaoBd tor 1U wllh H mnoh an^ienoo *>f 
InliiBUuiw HBd nfll iQTV O^Uia laoJeDt u lu t^d 



PAYN'S STORIES AND SKETCHES. 

Post Sto, price 2s. ad. cloth. 



STONErS RESIDENCE IN TAS- 
MANIA. Demy Svo, with Plates, 
Cuts, and a. Map, price lis. cloth. 

THE PRINCIPLES OF ACRICUL> 
TURE J ESPECiALt-r Thopical. 
By P. LoYELl. Phillipb, M.D. 
Demy 8ro, price 7*. 6rf. cloth. 



FORBES' (SIR JOHN) SIGHT- 
SEEING IN GERMANY AND 
THE TYROL. Post 8to, with 
Map and View, price 10*. 6rf. cloth. 

CONOLLY ON THE TREATHEW7 
OF THE INSANE. Demy 8to, 
price 14(. cloth. 

— tVBiiniiuter OffE'fAr. 

ROSS'S ACCOUNT OF RED 
RIVER SETTLEMENT. OnevoL, 
post 8ro, price 10*. ed. cloth. 

■* ThB BblljKt !■ novel, OQriDnL uid not wfthOQl 
^nlflTTtt. WDlIe d itronv kdh dT the rml alltfUoB 
" TOe bUlon at Oa Bad BlTsr BMUenmt U 

ROSS'S FUR HUNTERS OF THE 
FAR WEST. Two vols., po>t Bto, 
with Map and Plate, ai*. cloth. 



■WOK3CS PtTB WISHED BY 



MISCELLANEOUS— conhHUFd. 



RUSSO 'TURKISH CAMPAIGNS 
OF 1828-9. By Colonel Ches- 
BET, K.A., D.C.L.. F.H.S. Third 
edilfim. Post StO, nilh Maps, 
prii'e ia». cliith. 



rahJm-lB 



THE MtLrriAMAN AT HOME AND 
ABROAD. With T«o EidiiDgs, 
by John Leecb. fost Svo, pricit 
9<. clulh. 

■tanwd vlrbnat pandlinf Mi kuuwIMrte lOiJ 



THOMSONS MILITARY FORCES 
AND INSTITUTIONS OF GREAT 
BRITAIN. Svo, pdteSs. cl"tlL 



LEVI'S MANUAL OF THE MER- 
CANTILE LAW OF GREAT 
BRITAIN AND IRELAND. Svo, 



THOMSON'S LAWS OF WAR 
AFFECTING COMMERCE AND 
SHIPPING. Si cond edit., gnat\y 
enlarged. Svo. priuc4j.6(/. boards. 



MORICE'S HAND-BOCK OF 
BRITISH MARITIME LAW. 8vu, 
price Si., ololli. 



WARING'S MANUAL OF THERA- 
PEUTICS. Fi;«ii.Bvo, pricoia«,6d. 

L-lodl. 

VOCEL ON DISORDERS OF THE 
BLOOD, Tratl^^lattd by Chukdks 
Coc>HAi. Det. Svo, price T<. 6d. 

DUNCAN'S CAMPAIGN WITH THE 
TURKS IN ASIA. Pobl Bvo, 
price -Is. ed., duth. 

SIR JOHN HERSCHEL'S ASTRO- 
NOMICAL OBSERVATIONS 

HADE AT THE Ca1-E OF GOOD 

!HopE, 4 to, wiib plates, price 
4'. *s. cloth. 



SMITH'S ZOOLOOr OF SOUTH 
OF AFRICA. Sayal Ha, doth, 
with Coloured Platea. 



THE BOTANY OF THE HIMA- 
LAYA. T«Qviila.,rojal4to.dolh, 
wiUi Coloured P.ateH, reduced to 



LEVI'S COMMERCIAL LAW OF 
THE WORLD. Two vols., royal 
410, priet: 6/. dolh. 

GOETHE'S CONVERSATIONS 
WITH ECKERMANN. Triuislated 
by Joii« Okenford. Two vols., 
post 8 VII, 5s. cloth. 

M'CANN'S ARGENTINE PRO- 
VINCES, &c. Tho vols., post 
evo, with ILuatmtions, price 24a. 
dolb. 



I 


r ^ 


1 


■ 


B SMITH, ELDEE AJND CO. ' 
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MISCELLANEOUS— cojiitnaerf. 




ROSS'S ADVENTURES ON THE 
COLUMBIA RIVER. Fosi Svo, 
2j. 6d. i-lmii. 

DOUBLEDAY'S TRUE LAW OF 
POPULATION. Third ediiiuQ.avo, 
6s. clotli. 


LEIGH HUNTS TABLE TALK. 

31-. 6d, cluth. 






LEtCH HUNTS WIT AND HUMOUR. 

5s. doll). 

LEICH HUNT'S JAR OF HONEY 
FROM MOUNT HYBLA. Price 






SIR JOHN FORBES'S MEMO- 
RANDUMS IN IRELAND. IVo 

vols., poBt Svo, price 1/. Is. cloth. 

POETICS : AN E9BAT OM Poetry, 
B; K. S. Dallas, Post 8vo^ 
price 2s, 6i cloth. 


NATIONAL SONGS AND LEGENDS 
OF ROUMANIA. Translaled by 

E. C. UlitSVlLLK MCRRAT, Esq. 

With Uiuic, crown Svo, price 
2i.6i/. 






WOMEN OF CHRISTIANITY 
EXEMPLARY FOR PIETY AND 
CHARITY. By Jui-taKavanagh. 
Post 8vo, with Portraits, price 5»., 

WOMAN IN FRANCE. Br Julia 
Kavanaoq. Two vols., post 8vo, 


JUVENILE DELINQUENCY. 

The Prize Eaji.yi. liy M. Hit-i. and 
C.F.CoR-vwALLiB. Post8vo,price 
6s. cloth. 

EVANS'S (REV. R. W.) SERMONS 
ON THE CHU iCH OF GOD. 

Svo, price 1U.-.6J, 






with Purtcaita, prite 12»., cloth. 

STEINMETZS NOVITIATE j on. 

The Jesdit in Tkaining. Third 
Edition, post Svo, 2s. ed. cloth. 


EVANS'S (REV. R. W.) RECTORY 
OF VALEHEAD. Fciip. cloth, 
price 3s. 

THOMPSON'S AUSTRIA. Post 
8vo, price lis. 

TAYLER'S (REV. C. B.) SERMONS. 

121110, price Is. 6d. IJy the Author 
of ■' liecordsof a Gooi Miin's Life," 






A CONVERTED ATHEISTS TESTI- 
MONY TO THE TRUTH OF 
CHRISTIANITY, l-'uurtli uaUion, 
fcap. Svo, 3b. tloih. 






SWAINSON'S LECTURES ON NEW 
ZEALAND. Crowu 8vo, price 
2s. Gd. cloth. 


TAYLER'S (REV. C. B.) SOCIAL 
EVILS. Ill Duo.bers, eucb com- 
plete, price 6d, each. 






PLAYFORD'S HINTS FOR INVEST- 
ING MONEY. Second edition, 
past Svo, price as. 6d. cloLh. 








BOOKS FOR THE BLIND. Printed 
in raLsed Roman letters, at the 
GlosGOw Asylum, 

A L-t -rth^ s™t.. -111. J^=;;^pn«^ m^,^^ 


ELEMENTARY WORKS ON 
SOCIAL ECONOMY. Uoifonii 
in foolscap Sro, half-houud. 
i.-oi;tlines op social econouy. u.ad, 

IL-l'KUUUESSIVK UUUUaa Ui SOCIAL 
in.-IN^UOu'tJl.TION TO THB SOOIAI, 






LEIGH HUNTS MEN, WOMEN, 
AND BOOHS. Two voh... pricB 
10s. doih. 


lV.^yi''LlS.'^£%^THBUNDBItSIANmu, 

V.-wflAT AM 1- WffEBB All U WHAT 

UUUilllTUDOf KD, Ii.H-ed. 
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-WOEKS PTJBr-ISHED BV 



WORKS ON INDIA AND THE EAST. 



THE ENGLISH (N WESTERN INDIA : 

BEIHa THE EaR1,Y HlBTOHT OF TnE 

Factory at Sobat, of BouBAr. 
By Philip Anderson, A.M. 2nd 
edition, 8vo, price Uu. clotb. 

'^Quint, cnrtoiUj And WDIItilifl, till! TolEune 
toSl/St lift sf ElgSh'Zinl^u'^ iiD°lildtaii 

£ln»rlii^ DD HOota kDd oliAnolcn of mtuirtaiU 
bortotjoa."— JUpuffUM. 
''a. Iiook or vermnDont nlns."— Oiurdja*. 

UFE IN ANCIENT INDIA. B? Mri. 
Spetr. With Sixty Illustrationa 
by G. SCHARP. 8to, price I5s., 
elegantly bound in cloth, gilt edges. 

whM^ tb ■> ■horiABpjuH. aitB* af weU-rontiDct^ 
UBsammturtlteeiiny perwdoriQdliui tUawrr." 
"'^KsBrff^tM to hm™ the liert,lli» Mm- 
JdsbJKt, Htd ths molt popnlnr viovr of wbat 
OrtBDtBl«(diDlBnhBVem«d«kriovnlDiumiwct- 

THE CAUVERY, KISTNAH, AND 
GODAVERY! beino a Bepokt 
ON THE Works constructed o« 

laOSB RlTEKS, FOR THE IRRIGATION 
OF PaOTlSCSB IN THE PRESIDENCY 

or Madras. By K. Baihd Smith, 
F.G.S,, Lt.-Col. Beoga! Engineers, 
ic, &e. In demy Sto, wilh 19 
Flans, price 28s. cloth. 



THE BHILSA TOPES; oh, El 

MoscMEKTS or Central India, 
By Major CrNNiNGUAM. One vol., 
Svo, with Thirty-three Plates, 
price 30s. cloth. 



THE CHINESE AND THEIR REBEL- 
UONS. By Thomas Tatlob 
Meaikiws. Une thick volume, Svo, 
with Map«, price 18s. clotb. 



TRACTS ON THE NATIVE ARMY 
OF INDIA. By Brieadier- General 
Jacob, CJB. Svo, price 2a. %d. 



ADDISON'S TRAITS AND STORES 
OF ANCLO-INDIAN UFE. With 

Eight Ulaatrations, price 5s. cloth. 



ROYLE ON THE CULTURE AND 
COMMERCE OF COTTON IN 
INDIA. Bvo, price lis. cloth. 

ROYLE'S FIBROUS PLANTS OF 
INDIA fitted for- Cohdaoe, 
Clothikq. asi> Paper. Syo, price 
Vis. cloth. 

ROYLE'S PRODUCTIVE RE- 
SOURCES OF INDIA. Super 
royal Svo, price i**. cloth. 

ROYLE'S REVIEW OF THE MEA- 
SURES ADOPTED IN INDIA FOR 
THE IMPROVED CULTURE OF 
COTTON. Svo, 2,9. ad. cloth. 

A SKETCH OF ASSAM: 

WITH SOME Account of the Hiil 
Tribes. Coloured Plates, 8(0, 
price 14s. cloth. 
BUTLER'S TRAVELS AND ADVEN- 
TURES IN ASSAM. One vol. Svo, 
with Plates, price 13s. cloth. 

OR. WILSON ON INFANTICIDE IN 
WESTERN INDIA. Dcroy 8vo, 

CRAWFURD'S GRAMMAR AND 
DICTIONARY OF THE MALAY 
LANGUAGE. 2 vols. Svo, price 
36s. cloth. 

ROBERTS'S INDIAN EXCHANGE 
TABLES. Hvo, second edition, 
enlarged, price 1U«. erf. clotb. 



LAURIE'S SECOND BURMESE 
WAR — RANGOON. Post 8vo. 
with Plates, price 2s. 6d. cloth. 

LAURIE'S PEGU. Post f 
14s. cloth. 



vo, price 



BOYD'S TURKISH INTERPRETER: 

A GltAMMAH OF TlIE TCUKISfl 

Lanqdaoe. 8vo, price 1 2s. 



SMITH, ELDEE AND CO. 



WORKS ON INDIA AND THE EAST— co?itmued. 

BRIDCNELL'S INDIAN COM- BAILLIPS LAND TAX OF INDIA. 
MERCIAL TABLES. Koyal Bvo, Accukdiisg to the MoonuiunnjiN 

price 21s., half-bound. Law. Siro, price 6». cloth. 



THE BOMBAY QUARTERLY 
REVIEW. Niia. I to 9 al 5i., 1" ' 
14, price 6s. eacb. 



BAILUE'S MOOHUMMUDAN LAW 
OF INHERITANCE. 8vo, price 
9s. clutb. 



NEW CHEAP SERIES OF POPULAR WORKS. 

In Small Post Svo, 
With large Tjpe, on good Paper, and nent doth hioiling. 



LECTURES ON THE ENCUSH 
HUMOURISTS OF THE 18TH 
CENTURY. ByW.M.TH*CKERAT, 
Author of "Vanity Fair," "The 
Virginians," &c. Trice 2». 6rf. cl. 




THE TOWN I ITS Memoraw-e 

CbjIEactees and Eyemts. By 

Leigh Hunt. With 45 EngniTingi. 

Price 28. 6d. cloth. 

"Wo will bIIdw no Wghor anjojinenl fOr s 

mlanal linsllilimui tou to ilroll '^•nnlj' 

ts. thitlifl Elv» as Uie outpoorln^ al a rolDd 
enriched trlih tbe nut nenaMe kiiovleiuos 
then In not one pun whlah does not glow with 
Interwt. Iiltiieiifliit ornlBiarei IWrai ibo aie. 

Ulb metivp^ lima u tat^net.^^— P^fl. 

"'Thfl Idwh' 1i ft book nn ■!! pIhbh and u] 
ponoui for Iba nodj, vun tne te tired or 
Iminar ; flw tbB dnnHhfl-Toaa, pfulaur, ouTlaffo. 






THE POLITICAL ECONOMY OF 
ART. By JoHH Buskin, HJl. 

Price a*. 6<f. cloth, 
"A mDot Able, eliHiiwnt. HDd wel|.Hiii« 
We bel] It with utLbfkotluq, thIhIlliiB It caJ 
tvdo Hktieh pnetlHlaood, una wa oordlallr 
FiMhri Et t.i<Fnp r«don."'IF'iffWH. 



tf'lnwUOa lui loiii oe, uS^tnr 

'ka to the psraul Dfoar n«Slin-"—Eeaiii. , 

ThtB tiDo£. dulDK J^ It le» glennn hwnl^ et 
jid^eol BodeH, wliUe ottaon uv evolTlrtg alow^ 
hellgbt."— Lmdir. 



"W^OItKS T'TJBLlSHErt B'S' 



CHEAP SERIES OP POPULAR FICTIONS. 

Well prinKd, in Inrge Type, on good Paper, and strongly bouad in doth. 



Tmhoen and ortgtiultEi. Irntl 
riwgnVT frHe^b In the dctcrlpt' 
■DBiiBryBii^linihBasirib-KiiiWfflurii 






SHIRLEY. By Cm 



X Bell. Price 



Blr^lhle^TupMi rmllty- T>hero1*i 

And dali««T of eiiiullubj Arc tint 
fhB nnga of tngltib OviIhi."— Kri 

rroDi autt. an^clBtinn. or umvan 
Buy bind] fmniiliiB EvRlUh In ib' 



vln. Tha II 






^?;s=}|'K 



blMilMnflnlieS^Hri 












\tmi Biabl. 



!.■— OdUvV*" 



JiiJijCB BDd pMLry, fluhing hem sod Ihero. - 

vhfoti IB. Id oiit Ju-lKmETLt, aupprliif 1-u nt^wot 
CuiTM' Eeir< previous eff irt*. For oii^nn^tj OT 






M-''!?i'^ 



WUTHERtNG HEIGHTS AND 
ACNES GREY. By Ellis and 

AcTOM Bell. With Metnuir by 

Currer Bell. Price 2s. 6d. cloth. 

"Then *m BHuiuei in tJtl^ iDoali of ' Wuttwrlna 

tonchLiiR 









SMITH, ELI>EE AJS^U CO. 



CHEAP SERIES OF POPULAR FICTIONS— 

Continued. 



Sfi^rittwii!? 



TALES OF THE COLONIES 

By Charles Koivcuoft. 1 
Za. 6(/. cloth. 

'■ 'TkiM dT thflColonteB ' 1i &n&Ufl and lnt«rfiBl 
Inv book. The HiiClioF liBB rho first gmu req SIM 
la Qeliun— n koowlvl^b uT Ch« Urs ha uEideruJt 



Tarn preitiuBd nolhLnE Jihe thcie ^Ti^ei i 
SuIiiAm.- "'JfiiTDiisIf ton Uueazini. 



ROMANTIC TALES (inclading 
" Avillion"). By the Author ol' 
" Joha liiililax. Gentleman." A 
new editloD. Price 3s. Bd. cloth. 












^^ 



PREPARING FOR PUBLICATION. 



KATHIE BRANDE. By Holmk Leb. 
AFTER DARK. By Wjlkjb Collihs. 



"WOEKS PTTBLISIiED BY 



KEW NOVELS. 



COUSIN STELLA J or, Conflict. 
By the Author of " Violet Bank." 
3 vols, (_Nou) ttady.'j 

CONFIDENCES. Bj the Author of 
■■ Rita." (.Now ready.) 

TRUST FOR TRUST, fly 

A. J. BiRKOWCLlFFB, AUthOT Of 

" Amberhill'' 




EVA DESMOND ; on, TAm^ivas. 



THE CRUELEST WRONG OF ALL. 

By tlie Author of '■Margaret ; or. 
Prejudice at Home." I vol. 



ELLEN RAYMOND; ob, TJph and 
DowKS. By Mrs. Vjdal, Author 
of "Ttles for the Bush," &c. 



lun ff^i^d, tbe •tjlft port. Dor- 

LOST AND WON. By Georqiaba 

M. Craik, Author of " BiverstoD." 
1 ToL Slid Edition. 



AN OLD DEBT. By Florencb 
Dawson. 2 voLs. 

"A HDverTully vrltten novel; ono of tbe beat 

SYLVAN HOLT'S DAUGHTER. 
By UouiE Lee, Author of " Kathie 
^■nde," &c. 2nd editit 








THE THREE CHANCES. 

By the Author of "The F»ir 
Carew." 3 toIs. 



THE WHITE HOUSE BY THE SEA: 

A LoTE Sronr. By M. BiitHAii- 

EDWARD9. 9 vols. 



wilhonl Blnrllinwrin the aiAloKDe, mopLfldu 1KA 
" The rurntiv* anU icpoes «hMt ftmlEdnfl 

MAUD SKILLICORNE'S PENANCE. 
By Marv C. Jaceeon, Author of 
"The Story of My Wardship." 

diiplB^ QonsldonbLa 
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SMITH, EUJEK AJfTt CO. 



NEW aOYELS—conimwd. 

BELOW THE SURFACE, a vols. 



tn DnlLDU7 DOTtf t. In fu' prnaUDKl « 
the KhiM DCaotnl tua.-'-JUnwM 

* li Kinit diid gtd*TiiniHi In thin itoTT 1 

gnaiar kmnrlailii of 011110117 tUt una 

~-jr Id Iti nrimu aqiHU ud dobwIIdiu 

1 li DOHana Mr '-''" *^~ " — " — " — 

undiirtiikaMAH 



We oordlallr r» ._ ,. . 

«ud penUBl/'-Oitlv Xnci 




THE NOBLE TRAYTOUR. 
A Cmtoiacix. 3 yoIb. 




"W^OHKS PUBLISHED BY" 



NEW NOVELS— con (muerf. 






PERVERSION i on. The Cacbes 

Consequences of InpiDELiTr. By 
the law Rer. W. J. Costbe 



FRIENDS OF BOHEMIA: 

OB. Pbaseh oc London Life. By 
E. M. Whittt. Author of " The 
Governiiig Classes." 2 vols. 

"Kr.Wbillf in n genuine 
.'erymilEh.^^U IhslBnahle'r 
IhiHudit. bli mil la Hiicii 
nfndaefvfl. Tlie luiiluir lu4ii msi 
""'■^utofJIiqiiwIHidlMiorTlnMiii.'' 



^fSSitii 




h D»4l,»iidperr«llj 




BmbBB In the three Fi>[uiiiei ore Jr^wa 
If dee^renpect ror tbn writer, rv>r 



AFTER DARK. By Wilkie Collish, 
Author of ■' Basil," "Hide i " 
Setik," &e. 2 volfl. 



NOVELS FORTHCOMING. 

A NEW NOVEL. By ihe Author of i A NOVEL. By Miss E. W. Atkib- 

"tSj'lvun Holt's Daughler." 3 vols, son, Author of '■ Mi-moire of the 

A NEW NOVEL. Ry ihe Author at Queens of iTuflsia." 3 vols. 
■' The Heir of Vallii." 3 voIb, I 

And olhcr uwrks of Ficlioa. 



^^r n 
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^^F SMITH, ELDEK AJTD CO. 
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NEW BOOKS FOR YOTTNG KI^ADEES. 


THE PARENTS' CABINET ov Amc9e«ent ash Insthlictios Fon Touno 




Pkhsons. New edit., CHrofully rpvisod, in 12 Moollily SliilllnR Volnmei. 




eacti complete in itself, and each containinB a full pnjci: Illustrulion in oil 








boards.' 








IKUSINd EjToliiES, nil i^naiDV to the toinlopmitni or good onaKtlH. tnd the uvUduin or fknlti. 








liS|^?4r§.riNK^ 




'""SlrFEm^^^V^TZ.E™ GKOOalPHY. ISHiBITiSTS, AND PRODnCTlOSB OF 




HISS EnonwOMB's OpMon of U. P.b™- CUHTCT.- 




EHlelyln Ihn book thai II onnmit tire. It HllenuWIy eidUI MlA rrhe'ai nile'ntion.ruiil dues not lad 
loIheWhiihlloI CriltiirlDxiixU'tlisialnitbl'nqillrliiinaeurElan rram^liertHlT. . . . WhmiTCT 












•,• ToU.,1. to VUL, are now ready. 




By the Anihor of " Eound Ihe Fire," &c. 


UNCLE JACK, THE FAULT KILLER. 




UNiCA ! A Stohy fob a Sdndat 


With Four lHusimliiins. Prices*. cL 




After NOOK. With Four Illus- 


■' An mnjUent little iot or moml Irainweiinilt 




trations. Price 3s. cloth. 


mBdfl plei.anl b, fMIHron;^ l> Ikr beiaaO Ili« 


















ROUND THE FIRE: Sis Stobieh 




'V'Th*" MlB, lik« 11* RiiHior'* furin*T oreii wiU 


fur Yousg Heauehb. Square 




OLD CtNGERBREAD AND THE 


Price 3s. cloth. 




I 1 SCHOOL-BOYS. With Pour 
1 Coloured Wales. Price 33. cloth. 


LJi-Sr^^ written t^« for tl- ,.^-~ 










'^~rir.-z.^!^;2i"-?'"*"' 












THE KINO OFTHE GOLDEN RIVER) 
oa, Thk Black Bkhtherb. By 




John Hubkin, M.A. Third edition. 




with aa lUustrmiona by Kicqabs 




Doyle. Price a., Gd. 

•■Tbl.lltt'-fiuicjUilol.MsmB.tor.hMid. Thn 

STORIES FROM THE PARLOUR 






PRINTING PRESS. By the 




WILLfE'S BIRTHDAr; hhowinq now 


Authors of the " Parents' CabiQct." 




aLittle Boy DiuwitATHK Liked, 


Fi-ap. 8vo, price a*, cloth. 




ABD HOW HE ENJOVtD IT. With 


RHYMES FOR LITTLE ONES. 




Poor llliutralions. Price a*. 6</. cL 


With 16 Illustniti.iiis. Is.ed.cloth. 
LITTLE DERWENT'S BREAKFAST. 




WILLIE'S BEST: a Sunday Story. 


2t. clotl;. 




Willi Four Illustrations. Price 


JUVENILE MISCELLANY. Six En- 




_ 2*. Sd. cloth. 


gravings. Price 2s. U cloth. 




j^r«a";"ioS'"ji.r«£Eirsri,Es^j''i: 


INVESTIGATION ; or, Tbatels in 




"mtriMinilT Htll wrllun ■toiT iKBkj, Bmtnini 


THE lio(;Doia. By Mias Halbtbd. 
Foap. cIuCli, price 3a. 6d. 


■ 
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"WORKS I'T.TBI.ISIIT^'n BY SMITH, ELDEE & CO. 



SKETCHES FROM DOVER 

CASTLE, AND OTHER PoEMH. By 

Lieut.-Col. WiLLLiM Read. Crown 
Bto. {Jiat Tea'Iff.) 

POEMS. By FnED. W. Wyon. 
Fcap. Bto. Price 5», cloth. 




T>1E SIX LEGENDS OF KINO 
COLDENSTAR. BythelateANNA 
BBAl)STH£liT. Ptftp. 8vo, price 5s. 

" ThB HittiDT- evlnoat more tbvi ordlnjuy power, 
A ><lrid iKAClnMlOD, B°lda4 by M mind of lurtr 

POEMS. By Ada Tretanion. 5i. d. 



?A 



b "" tbelr lUfflt Bide, PHrTiaMno- 



POEMS. 



By Henht CECn,. 5*. cloth. 



ENGLAND IM TIME OF WAR. 
By SvDNEY DtJflBLt, Author of 
" Balder," " The Hcman," 
Crown By a, is. clath. 

THE CRUEL SISTER, ahd oi 
FoEua. Fcap. 8vo, is. cloth. 



POEMS OF PAST YEARS. 

By Sir Ahthcr Hallau Eltok, 
Bart., M.P. Pcap. 8vo. 3s. cloth. 






POEMS. By WAi,TEa B. Casseu. 
Pcap. 8vo. 3ji. 6rf., tloth. 



By William Bell Scott. 
8to, 6k„ clolh. 






SELECT ODES OF HORACE. In 

English LyricB. By J. T. Black. 
Ftap. Byo, price 4s., clolJi. 

"'EADdfired Into BngllabLfrlcB with BTlVOUr find 

RHYMES AND RECOLLECTIONS 
OF A HAND-LOOM WEAVER. 
By William Tuom. With Me- 
moir. Post avo, cloth, price 3s. 



MAID OF ORLEANS, . 

Poems. Translateil tiov 
Fcap. Sto, price Sj. 6rf. 
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"l06 045 053 621 



Stanforil University Library 

Stanford, Califoroia 



In order that others may use this hook, 
please return it as soon as possible, but 
not later than the date due. 
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